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PREFACE 5 

Longinus^ tells us, that the most infallible test of 
the true sublime is the impression a performance makes 
upon our minds when read or recited. 'If/ says lie,^ 
‘ a person finds that a performance transports not his* 
soul, n exalts his thoughts; thaf^it calls not up into: 
his mind ideas more enlarged than the mere sounds- 
of the words conveyed, but on attentive examination, 
rts dignity lessens and declines, he may conclude,' 
that whatever pierces no deeper than the ears can 
never be the true sublim§. That, on the contrary, ' 
is grand and lofty, which the more we consider, the 
greater ideas we conceive of it; whose force we cannot 
possiblj' withstand; which ^mediately sinks deep, 
and makes such, iijipression on the mind as cannot 
easily be worn out,..or eftaced : in a^word, you may 
pronounce that sublime,*beautifulj and genuine, which 
always pleases and takes equdly with all sorts .of 
mea. For when persons of different humours, ages, 
professions, and inclinations^agree in the., same jcLit 
approbation of any performaiice, then thit^ union of 
asseiitt this con.lyination of so many different judg- 
ments, stamps a high and indisputable value on that 
performance which sij^h/general applause/ 

This fine’observatjoh bf LongiUns-'^sii^st remarkably 
verified in ShakeS^arO;;,^ for ages, and 

inclinations jointly' proclami .tlieV Approbation and 
esteem of him, and^will, I hope, be found true in 
most of the passages yvJSh: arc here collected from 
him. I say^nost, because’ f^erS are some which I am 
convinced will not stand this test : the old, the grave, 
and the severe will disapprove, perhaps, the more soft 

^ On the Sublimey Sect. 7. The translation in the text is 
hrom the learned Smith 
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and (as they may call them) trifling love-tales, so 
degantly breathed forth, and so emphatically extolled 
by the young, the gay, and the passionate; while 
these will esteem as dull and languid the sober saws 
of morality, and the home-felt observations of experi- 
ence. However, as it was my business to collect for 
readers of all tastes and all complexions, let me 
desire none to disapprove what hits not with their own 
humour, but to turn over the page, and they will 
surely find something acceptable and engaging. But 
I have yet another apology to make, for some passages 
introduced merely on account of their peculiarity, 
which to some, possibly, will appear neither sublime 
nor beautiful, and yet deserve attention, as indicating 
the vast stretch and sometimes particular turn of 
the Poet's imagination. 

There are many passages in Shakespeare so 
closely connected with the plot and characters, and 
on which their beauties so wholly depend, that it 
would have been absulfl and idle to have produced 
them here : hence the reader will find little of the 
i nimitable Fals ta^ in this work, and not one line 
extracted fronTme of Windsor, one of 

Shakespeare's. Ij^st? an#7^stly admired comedies. 
Whoever reads that play will immediately see there 
''was nothing either proper or possible for this work ; 
which, such as it is, I most sincerely and cordially 
recommend to the candour hnd benevolence of the 
world, and wish every one that peruses it may feel * 
the satisfaction I hav . frequently felt in composing it, 
and receive such instructions and advantages from 
it as it is well calculated and well able to bestow. 
For my own part, better and more important things 
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henceforth demand my attention ; and I here, with no 
small pleasure, take leave of Shakespeare and the 
critics. As this work was begun and finished before I 
entered upon the sacred function in which I am now 
happily employed, let me trust this juvenile per- 
formance will prove no objection, since graver and 
some very eminent members of the Church have 
thought it no improper employ to comment, explain, 
and publish the works of their own country poets. 

W. DODD. 
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PART T— COMEDIES 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 

Act I 

Advice 

Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy fa<hei‘ 
In manners, as in shape ! thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee; and thy goodness 
Share with th}' birth-right ! Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none ; be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power than use; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key ; be checked for sileiuc, 
But never tax’d for speech. 

Too Ambitious Love 

I am undone; there is no living, none. 

If Berti'ara be away. It were all one 
That I should love a bright particular star. 

And think to wed it, he is so above me : 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 

The ambition in my love thtfs plagues ilscii' ; 

The hind that would be mated by the lion. 

Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague 
To see him every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched ^rows, Ids hawking eye, his curls, 
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In our heart's table heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick® of his sweet favovir® : 

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must ‘Sanctify his relics. 

Co^vardice 

I know him a notorious liar, 

Tliink Iiim a great way fool, solely a coward : 

Y(it these fix'd evils sit so lit in him, 

That they take jJace, when virtue's steely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind. 

J he Remedy of Evils generally in Ourselves 

Our remedies oft in oui selves do lie. 

Which we «ascribe to Heaven : the fated sky 
Gives us tree scope; only doth bac kward ])ull, 

Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 

ChariHier of a Xoble ( 'our tier 

In liis youth 

Ih? had tlie wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords; but tlie}^ may jest 
Till their own scorn return to tlnmi unnoted, 

Ere the}^ can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his ju ide or sliarpness; if they were. 

His ecpial had awaked them; and his honour. 

Clock to itself, knew the triu^ minute when 
Excej)tion bid Iiin. speak, and at this time 

' Helena considers her heart as the tablet on which his 
resemblance was portrayed. 

* Peculiarity of feature. 


* C'oiinlenaiicc. 
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His tongue obey’d his hand who were below him 
He used as creatures of another place : 

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 
in their poor praise he humbled. Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times. 

Act II 

Honour due to Personal Virliic only, not to Birth 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by the doer’s deed : 

Where great additions* swell’s, and viilue none. 

It is a dropsied honour : good alone 
Is good without a name; vileness is so 
The property by what*it is should go. 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair; 

In these to nature .she’s immediate hcii ; 

.\nd these breed honour; that is honour’s s< orn, 
Wliich challenges itself as honour’s born, 

And is not like the sire ; honours best thrive. 

When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our foregoers ; the mere word’s a slave. 
Debauch’d on every tomb; on every grave 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb. 

Where dust and damn’d oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour’d bones indeed. 

* His is put for its. ® Titles. 

* Good is good independeut of any worldly distinction, and 
so is vilcncss vile. 
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Act III 

Self-accusation of too great Love 
Poor lord ! is’t I 

That chase thee from thy country, and expose 

Those tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the non-sparing war ? and is it I 

riiat drive thee from the sportive court, where thou 

Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of smoky muskets ? O you leaden messengers, 

Phat ride upon the violent speed of fire, 

Idy with false aim: move the still-peering air, 

That sings with piercing; do not touch my lord ! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there; 

AVhoever charges on his forward breast, 

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it; 

And, though I kill him not, I ajn the cause 
His death was so effected : better 'twere 
I met the ravin ^ lion when he roar'd 
With sharp constraint of hunger : better 'twere 
That all the miseries, which nature owes, 

' Were mine at once. No. come tliou home, Rousillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 

As oft it loses all: I will l^ gone : 

My being here it is ihat holds thee hence : 

Sliall I stay here to do't ? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house, 

And angels officed all : I will be gone 
That pitiful rumoTT may report my flight, 

To consolate thine ear. 


* Ravenous. 
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A Maid*s Honour 

The honour of a maid is her name; and no legacy 
is so rich as honesty. 

Advice to Young Women 

Beware of them, Diana; their promises, enticements, 
oaths, tokens, and all these engines of lust, are not the 
things they go under : ^ many a maid hath been seduced 
by them; and the misery is, example, that so terrible 
shows in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that 
dissuade succession, but that they are limed with the 
twigs that threaten them. I hope I need not to 
advise you further; but I hope your own grace will 
keep you where you are, though there were no further 
danger known, but the modesty which is so lost. 

Act IV 

Custom oj Seducers 

Ay, so you serve us. 

Till we serve you : but when you have our roses. 

You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves, 

And mock us with our bareness. 

Chastity 

Mine honour's such a ring; 

IVh^ chastity's the jewel of our house, 

Bequeatlied down from many ancestors; 

Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world 
In me to lose. 

1 Thev are not the things for which their names would make 
them pass. 
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Life Chequered 

The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and 
ill together : our virtues would be proud if our faults 
^^ ]lipped them not ! and our crimes would despair if 
llies' were not cherished bj’^ our viitues. 

A Cowardly Braggart 

^'et I am thankful : if my heart wore great, 

' IVoiikl burst at this : captain I'll be no more ! 

Hut I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 
As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a braggart. 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pass, 

That e\^ory braggart shall be found an ass. 

Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! .,and, Parolles, live 
Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive ! 
Tliore's place, and means, for every man ali\'e. 

Act V 

Against Delay 

l.et's take the instant by the forward top; 

For we are old, ?ind on our quick'st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can etlcct them. 

Excuse for Unreasonable Dislike. 

At first 

I struck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue : 

Wdiere the impression of mine eye infixing. 

Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me. 
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Which v/arp'd the hue of every other favour; 
Scorn'd a fair colour, or express'd it stolen; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
To a most hideous object ; thence it came 
That she, whom all men praised, and whom myself, 
Since I have lost, have loved, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 


AS YOU UKli IT 
Act I 

Modesty and Courage in Youth 

I BESEECH you, puihsh me not with your hard thoughts 
wherein I confess me much guilty, to deny so fan 
and excellent ladies anything. But let your fair eyes 
and gentle wishes go with me to my trial : wherein 
if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that was never 
gracious; if killed, but one dead that is willing to be 
so : I shall do my friends no wrong, for I ha\x' none 
to lament me; the world no injury, for in it I have 
nothing; only in the v/oiid I fill up a place which may 
be better supplied when I have made it ejiipty. 


Play -fellows 

We still have slept together. 

Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together : 
And wheresoe'er, we went, like Juno's swans. 
Still we went coupled and inseparable. 
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Beauty 

Boant\’ provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Rosalind proposing to wear Men's Clothes 
Were it not better, 

Because that I am more than common tall, 

That I did suit me all points like a man ? 

A gallant curtle-axc^ upon my thigh, 

A boar-spear in my hand; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a swashing* and a martial outside; 

As many other mannish cowards have, 

That do outface it with their semblances. 

Act Ii 

Solitude prej erred to a Court Life, and the Advantages 
oj Adversity 

Now, my co-mates and brothers in exile, 

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 

The season's difference; as the icy fang. 

And churlish chiding of the winter's wind : 

Which when it bites and blows upon m}^ body. 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, 

This is no flattery : these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 

Sweet are the uses of adversity; 

* Cutlass. • Swaggering. 
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Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head; 

And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones; arid good in everything. 


Refledtons on the Wounded Stag 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 
Being native burghers of this desert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads ‘ 
Have their round haunches gored. 

I Lord, Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that; 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother" that hath banished you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 

Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 

To the which place a poor sequester'd stag, 

That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt. 

Did come to languish : and, indeed, my lord. 

The wretched animal heaved forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Coursed one another down his innocent nose 
Tn piteous chase; and thus the airy fool, 

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

' Barbfif! arrows. 
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Duke S. But what said Jaquos ? 

Did he not moralise this spectacle ? 

I Lord, Oh, yes, into a thousand similes. 

First, for his weeping in the needless stream; 

Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'bt a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much: then, being alone. 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 

'Tis right, quoth he; this misery doth pari 
The Jlux of company : anon, a careless herd. 

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 

And never stays to greet him. Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on you fat and greasy citizens* 

*Tis just the fashion : wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 


Gratitude in an Old Servant 

But do not so; I h«avc five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I saved under your father, 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse. 

When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age in corners thrown; 

Take that : and He that doth the ravens teed. 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow. 

Be comfort to my age ! here is the gold; 

All this I give you : let me be your servant : 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my you^h I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors to my blood: 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
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Tlierefore my age is as a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you, 
rU do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Description of a Lover 

Oh, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily : 

If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That over love did make thee run into, 

TIioii hast not loved : 

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, 

Wearing thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 

Thou Ii;ist not loved : 

Or if thou hast not broke from company 
Abruptly, as my passion now makt^s me, 

Thou hasi not loved. 

Description oj a Fool, and his Moralising on Time 

Good^morrow, fool, (pioth I : No, sir, quoth lie, 
Call me not fool, till Heaven hath sent me fortune : 
And then he drew a dial from his })oke; 

And looking on it w'ilh lack lustre eye. 

Says, very wisely, // i^ ten o'clock : 

This may we sec, quoth he, how the world wags/ 

'Tis hut one hour ago since it was nine; 

And after an hour more Hioill be eleven; 

And so from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe^ 

And then from hour to hour we rot and rot, 

And thereby hangs a talc ! When I did hear 
The m'otley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools should be so deep contemplative; 
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And I did laugh sans intermission, 

An hour by his dial. — noble fool ! 

A worthy fool I Mojtley's the only wear. ^ 

Duke S. What fool is this ? 

Jaq. O worthy fool! — One that hath been a 
courtier : 

And says if ladies be but young and fair, 

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain — 
Which is as dry as tlie remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, — ^hc hath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. 

A FooVs Liberty of Speech 

I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind. 

To blow on him I please : for so fools have : 

And they that are most galled with my folly 
They most must laugh. And why, sir, must they so ? 
The why is plain as way to parish church : 

He that a fool doth very wisely hit 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 

Not to seem senseless of the bob; if not. 

The wise man's folh^ is anatomised 
Even by the squaml'ring glances of the fool. 

Apology for Satire 

Why, who cries out on pride. 

That can therein tax any private party ? 

Qoth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
till that the weary very means do ebb ? 

^ The fool was anciently dressed in a parti -coloured coat. 
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What woman in the city do I name, 

When that I sa 5 ^ the city woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 

Wlio can come in, and say, that I mean her. 

When such a one as she, such is her neighbour ? 

Or what is he of basest function, 

[They says his bravery^ is not on my cost 
f (Thinking that I mean him), but therein suits 
.His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 

There then I How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wronged him; if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free, 

Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies. 
Unclaim'd of any man. 

I J Tender Petit n n 

1 But whate'er you are, 
j That in this desert inaccessible. 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time; 

If ever you have look'd on better days. 

If ever been where bells have knoU'cl to church : 
if ever sat at good man's feast; 

If ever from your e^^e-lids wiped a tear. 

And know what 'tis to pity and be pitied; 

(xt gentleness my strong enforcement be. 

The Seven Ages. 

All the world's a stage. 

And all the men and women merely play<‘is; 

They have their exits and their entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

‘ Finery. 
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His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewiing and puking in the nurse's arms. 

And then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel. 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then, ibe lover; 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eye-brow. Then a soldier; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden^ and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the justice; 
In fair round belly, with good capon lined . 

With eye severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modern® instances; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shiii^ 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ! 

Willi spectacles on nose, and pouch on side; 

His youthful hose well saved a world too v ide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 

That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion : 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

Ingratitude. .1 Song 
Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 

Thou art not so unkind® 

As man's ingratitude; 

Thy tooth is not so keen. 

Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath he rude. 

^ Violent. • Trite, common. UnnaturJ^l 
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Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly I 
This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friends reineinberecF not. 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! etc. 

Act hi 

A Shepherd's Philosophy 

I know the more one sickens the worse at ease 
he is; and that he that wants money, means, and 
content, is without three good friends ; that the 
[uoperty of rain is to wet, and fire to burn; that good 
pasture makes fat sheep: and that a great cause of 
the night is lack of the sun ; that he that hath 
learned no wit by nature nor art, may complain of 
good breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Character of an Honest and Simple Shepherd 

Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that I eat, get that 
I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man's happiness; 
glad of other men's good, content with my harm; and 
the greatest of my pride is to see my ewes graze and 
my lambs suck. ’ 


» Komemberipf?. 
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Description of a Lover 

A lean cheek; which you have not : a blue eye, and 
sunken; which you have net : an unquestionable 
spirit;^ which you have not : a beard neglected; 
which you have not : — ^but I pardon you for that ; 
for, simply, your having* in beard is a younger brother's 
revenue -then your hose should be ungartered, 
your bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, 
your shoe untied, and everything about you demon- 
strating a careless desolation. But you are no such 
man : you are rather point-device* in your accoutre- 
ments; as loving yourself, than seeming the lover 
of any other. 

Real Passion Dissembled 

Think not I love him, though I ask for him, 

'Tis but a peevish^ boy : — ^yet he talks well; — 

But what care I for words ? yet words do well, 

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 

It is a pretty youth : — ^not very pretty : — 

But, sure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him. 
He'll make a proper man : the best thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 

He is not tall; yet for his years he's tall : 

His leg is but so-so; and yet 'tis well : 

There was a pretty redness in his lip : 

A little riper and more lusty red 

Than that mix'a in his cheek; 'twas just the difference 

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 

* A spirit averse to conversation. • Estate. 

* Over-exact. 


* Silly. 
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There be some women, Silvius, had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part, 

I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
[ have more cause to hate him than to love him; 

For what had he to do to chide at me ? 

He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 
And, now I am remembered, scorn'd at me : 

I marvel why I answer'd not again : 

But that's ail one; omittance is no quittance. 

Act IV 

Th>e Varieties of Melancholy 
I have neither the scholar's melancholy, which is 
emulation : nor the musician's, which is fantastical; 
nor the courtier's, which ‘is proud; nor the soldier's, 
which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's, which is politic; 
nor the lady's, which is nice^; nor the lover's, which is 
all these. 

Marriage alters the Tempers of both Sexes 
Say a day, without the ever. No, no, Orlando; men 
are April when they woo, December when they wed ; 
maids are May when they are maids, but the sky 
changes when they are wives. I will be more jealous 
of thee than a 13arbary cock-pigeon over his hen; 
more clamorous than a parrot against rain; more new- 
fangled than an ape; more giddy in my desires than 
a monkey; I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the 
fountain, and I will do that when you are disposed 
to be merry; I will laugh like a hyen, and that when 
thou art inclined to sleep. 

1 Trifling. 
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Cupid* s Parentage 

No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, that was 
begot of thought,^ conceived of spleen, and born ot 
madness; that blind rascally boy, that abuses every 
one's eyes because his own are out, let him be judge 
how deep I am in love. 

Oliver* s Description of his Danger when Sleeping, 

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age. 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched, ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his back; about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself, 

V\ ho with her head, nimble in threats, approacR'd 
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush's shade 
A lioness with udders all drawn dry, 

Lay crouching, head on ground, witli catlike watch. 
When that sleeping man should stir : for ’tis 
The royal disposition of that beast 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead. 

Act V 
Love 

Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love. 

It is to be all made jf sighs and tears : — 

It is to be all made of faith and service : — 

It is to be all made of fantasy, ^ 

^ made of passion, and all made of wishes; 

' Melancholy. 
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jAll adoration, duty, and observance, 

'^All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance. 


COMEDY OF ERRORS 
Act n 

Mans Pye-cminence. 

There’s nothing situate under Heaven's eye 
Hut hath its bound, in earth, in sea, in sky; 

Tlid beasts, the lislies, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males' subjects, and at their controls : 

. Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 

* Lords of the wide world and wild watery seas, 
Endued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls. 

Are masters to tlieir females, and their lords : 
Tlx'ii let your will attend on their accords. 

Patience easier Taught than Practised 

^ Patience, unmoved, no marvel though she pause, 
They can be meek that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruised with adversity. 

We bid be quiet wlien we hear it cry; 

were we burden'd with like wtnglit of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain. 

Defamation 

I see the jewel, b^ enamelled. 

Will lose his beauty; and though gold 'bides still, 
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That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold; and so no man, that hath a name, 

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 

Jealousy 

Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and frown; 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 

I am not A^driana nor thy wife. 

The time was once when thou unurged wouldst vow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 

That never object pleasing in thine eye. 

That never touch well-welcomed to thy hand, 

That never meat sweet savour'd in thy taste, 
Unless I spake, look’d, touch’d or carved to thee. 

Slander 

For slander lives upon succession; 

For ever housed, where it once gets possession. 

Act V 

A Woman's Jealousy more Deadly than Poison 

The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 

It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing; 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou say'st his meat was sauced by thy upbraiding. 
Unquiet meals m''.ke ill digestions, 

Tliereof the raging fire of fever bred; 

And what's a fever but a fit of m||dness ? 

Thou say'st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls; 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue, 
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> But moody and dull melancholy, 

(Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair); 
And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
' Of pale distemperatures and foes to life ? 

Description of a Beggarly Fortune-teller 

A hungry lean-faced villain, 

' A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller : 

A needy hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man : this pernicious slave. 
Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer; 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 

,:Vnd with no face, as 'twere, outfacing me, 
f Cries out, I was possess'd.* 

Old Age 

Though now this grained^ face of mine bo hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow. 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up; 

Yet hath my night of life some memory. 

My wasting lamp some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses (I cannot err) 

-Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus. 


' Furrowed, lined. 
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f 

LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST * 

Act I 
Self-Denial 

Brave conquerors ! for so you are. 

That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world's desires. 

Vmtitv of Pleasure 

Why, all delights are vam; but that most vam, 
Which, with pain purchased, doth inlieiit pain. 

On Study 

Study is like the heaven's glorious sun, 

'Hiat will not be deep-search'd with s iucy looks; 
Small have continual plodders evei won, 

Sive base authority from other's books : 

These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star. 

Have no more profit of their shining nights. 

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are 
Too much to know, is to know naught but tame; 

And every godtather can give a name. 

Frost 

An envious sneaping^ frost, 

That bites the first-born infants the spring. 

‘ Nipping. 



LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST 
A Conceited Courtier 

A man in all the world's new fashion planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 

One, whom the music of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony; 

A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny; 

This child of fancy, that Armado hight,- 
For interim to our studies, shall relate, 

[n high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate. 

Act II 


My beauty, though but mean. 

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise; 
Beauty is bouglit by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues. 

A Merry Man 

A merrier man, 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour's talk withal : 

His eye begets occasion for his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest; 

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words. 

That aged years ])lay truant at his tales, 

And younger hearings are quite ravished; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

» Called. 



34 the beauties OF SHAKESPEARE 


Act III 

Humorous Description of Love 
Oh ! — and I, forsooth, in love ? I that have been 
love's whip. 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh; 

A critic; nay, a night-watch constable; 

A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 

This whimpled,^ whining, purblind, wayward boy; 
Tliis senior- junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid : 

Regent of love rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

Dread prince of plackets,* king of codpieces. 

Sole imperator and great general 
Of trotting pirators.* — O my little heart ! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 

What ? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife I 
A woman that is like a German clock. 

Still a repairing; ever out of frame; 

And never going aright, being a watch. 

But being watch'd that it may still go right ? 

Act IV 

Sonnet 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

('Gainst whon. the world cannot hold argument) 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Vows, for thee broke, deserve not punishment. 

* Hooded, veiled. ' Petticoats. 

* The officers of the spiritual courts who serve ritationa. 
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A woman J foreswore; but, I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I foreswore not thee : 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love, 

Thy grace being gain'd, cures all disgrace in me : 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is; 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost shine, 
Exhalest this vapour vow; in thee it is : 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ; 

If by me broke. What fool is not so wise, 

To lose an oath to win a paradise ? 


Son^ 

On a day, (alack the day !) 

Love, whose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom, passing fair. 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Throng] i the velvet leaves the wind. 
All unseen, 'gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

Wish’d himself the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow. 
Air, would I might triumph so 1 
But, alack, my hand is sworn, 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet; 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Do not call it sin in me, 

That I am foresworn for thee; 

Thou for whom even Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiope were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 
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The Pmeer oj Love 

But love first learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain: 

But, with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every power; 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye : 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound. 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd; 

Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails; 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste; 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx; as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 

And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write 
Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs : 

Oh, then his lines would ravage savage ears. 

And plant in tyrants mi'd humility. 


Woman*s Eyes 

From woman's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire; 
They are the books, the arts, the academies, 
Tha1%show, contain, and nourish all the world: 
Else, none at all in aught proyes excellent. 
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Act V 

Jest and Jester 
Yonr task shall be 

With all the fierce^ endeavour of your wdt, j 
To force tlie pained impotent to smile. 

Bifon. To move wild laughter in the throat of death ? 
It cannot be; it is impossible : 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros, Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit* 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Wliich shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 

A jest's prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of Jiim that makes it. 


Song 

Spring , — ^When daisies pied, and violels blue, 
And lady-smocks all silver white. 

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — 0 word of fear. 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws. 

And merry larks are ploughman's clocks, 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 
* Vehement. 
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The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 
Cuckoo; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear. 
Unpleasing to a married ear 1 

Wint&z . — ^When icicles hang by the wall. 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail. 
And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 
When blood is nipped, and ways be foul. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
To-who; 

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keeP the pot. 

Wlien all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson's saw. 
And birds sit brooding in the snow. 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw. 
When roasting crabs ^ hiss in the bowl. 

Then nightly sings the sta*’ing owl, 

To-who; 

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


»CooL 


» Wild apples. 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE 
Act I . 

Virtue given to be exerted 

Heaven doth with us as we with torches do, 

Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
But to fine issues nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence; 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use.* 

The Confiequence of Liberty indulged 

As surfeit is the father of much fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use 
Tui'iis to restraint : our natures do pursue 
(Like rats that ravin* down their proper bane) 

A thirsty evil; and, when we drink, we die. 

Eloquence and Beauty 

In her youth 

. There is a prone* and speechless dialect, 

Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse. 

And well she can persuade. 


^ For high purposes. 

• Voraciously devour. 


* Interest 

* Prompt. 
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Pardon the Sanction of Wickedness 
For we bid this be done, 

When evil deeds have theii permissive pass, 

And not the punishment. 

A Severe Governor 
Lord Angelo is precise; 

Stands at a guard^ with envy; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : hence we shall see. 

If power change purpose, what our seemers be. 

Resolution 

Our doubts are traitors. 

And make us lose the good we oft might win, 

By fearing to attempt. 

The Prayers of Maidens Effectual 
Go to lord Angelo, 

And let him learn to know, when maidens sue, 

Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel. 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe^ them. 

Act II 
All Men frail 

Let but your honour know,® 

(Whom I believe to be most straight in virtue) 

That, in the workings of your affections. 

Had time cohered® with place, or place with wishing 
^ On his defence. » * Have. 

• Examine. * Suited. 
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Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attained the effect of your own purpose. 
Whether you had not sometime in your hfe 
Err'd in this point which now you censure him. 
And pull’d the law upon you. 


The Faults of Others no Justification of our Oivn 

'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 

Another thing to fall. I do not deny, 

The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life, 

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try : what’s open made to 
justice, 

Tliat justice seizes. What know the laws, 

Tliat tliieves do pass^ on thieves ! 'Tis very pregnant,* 
Tlie jewel that we find, we stoop and take it 
Because we see it; but what we do not see. 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his offence. 

For* 1 have had such faults; but rather tell me. 
When I that censure* him do so offend. 

Lei mine own judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. 


Mercy frequently Mistahen 

Mercy is not itself that oft looks so; 
Pm don^ij still the nurse of second woe. 


1 Pass judgment. 
• Because. 


• Plain. 

^ Sentence. 
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Mercy in Governors commended 

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs, 

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 

The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge’s robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. 

The Duty of Mutual Forgiveness 
Alas ! alas ! 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; 
And he that might the vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 

If he, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? O, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips. 

Like man new made. 

/ ustice 

Yet show some pity, 

Ang, 1 show it most of all when I show justice; 
For then I pity those I do not know, 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall; 

And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. 

The Abuse of Authority 
O, it is excellent 

To have a giant’s strength : but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Could great men thunder 

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet. 
For every pelting,^ petty officer, 

* Paltry. 
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Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing but 
thunder — 

Merciful Heaven ! 

Tliou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Splitt'st the unwedgeable, and gnarled^ oak, 

Than the soft myrtle : O, but man, proud man 1 
Brest in a little brief authority : 

Most ignorant of what he"s most assured, 

His glassy essence, — ^like an angry ape, • 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high Heaven, 

As make the angels weep : who, with our spleens. 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 


The Privilege oj Authority 

• 

Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them; 
But in the less, foul profanation. 

Tliat in the captain's but a clioleric word, 

^Vhich in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 


Honest Bribery 

Hark how I'll bribe you. 

Ang, How ! bribe me ! 

Isab, Ay, with such gifts, that Ht.'aveu shall ^hare 
with you. 

Litcio. You had marr'd all else. 

I sab. Not with fond shekels of the tested* gold 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor. 

As fancy values them: but with true prayers, 

•Attested, ?>tampcd. 


* Knotted. 



44 the beauties OF SHAKESPEARE 

That shall be up at Heaven, and enter there 
Ere sun-rise, prayers from preserved^ souls, 

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

The Power oj Virtuous Beauty 
Is this her fault or mine; 

The tempter or the tempted, who sins most ? Ila ! 
Not she; nor doth she tempt : but it is I, 

That, lying by the violet in the sun, 

Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 

Corrupt with virtuous season. — Can it be. 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness ? Having waste ground 
enough. 

Shall we desire to raze the sdnctuary. 

And pitch our evils there ?* 0 fy, fy, fy ! 

What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo ? 

Dost thou desire her foully for those things 
That make her good ? O, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority. 

When judges steal themselves. What I do I love her 

That I desire to hear her speak again 

And feast upon her eyes ? What is't I dream on ? 

O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue; never could the strumpet 
With all her double "dgour, art, and nature. 

Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 
^ Subdues me quite. 

^ Preserved from the corruption* of the world. 

• See 2 Kings x. 27. 
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Love in a Grave, Severe Governor 
When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
To several subjects; Heaven hath my empty words; 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue. 
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven is in my mouth, 

As if I did but only chew his name; 

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception : the state, whereon I studied. 

Is like a good thing, being often read. 

Grown fear'd and tedious; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride. 

Could I, with boot,^ change for an idle plume. 
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O form I 
How often dost thou with thy case,^ thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming ? 

Fornication and Murder equalled 
It were as good 

To pardon him that hath from nature stolen 

A man already made, as to remit 

Their saucy sweetness that do coin Heaven's image 

In stamps that are forbid : 'tis all as easy 

Falsely to take away a life true made 

As to put mettle in restrained means. 

To make a false one. 

Lowliness of Mind 

Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 

But graciousl}^ to know I am no better. 

Ang, Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright 
When it doth tax itself. 

* Profit. * Outside. 
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Temporal far beUer than Eternal Death 
fetter It were a brother died at once. 

Than that a sister, by redeeming him. 

Should die for ever. 

Women* s Frailties 
Nay, women are frail too. 

I sab. Ay, as tlie glasses where they view themselves; 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 

Women ! — Help Heaven ! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail; 

I For we are soft as our complexions are, 

And credulous to false prints.^ 

Act III 
Hope 

The miserable have no other medicine. 

But only hope. 

Reflections on the Vanity oj Life 

Reason thus with life, — 

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 

That none but fools would keep; a breath thou art : 

(Servile to all the sk^ ey influences.) 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st 
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool; 

For him thou labourest by thy flight to shun. 

And yet run'st towards him still : thou art not noble; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear’st 
Are nursed by baseness : thou art by no means valiant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
* Impressions. 



MEASURE FOR MEASURE 47 

Of a poor worm : thy best of rest is sleep, 

And -that thou oft provokest; yet grossly fcar'st 
Thy death, which is no more : thou art not thyself; * 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains . . . ’ 
That issue out of dust : happy thou art not; 

For what thou hast not, still thou strivest to get; 

And what thou hast, forget'st : thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects^ 

After the moon ; if thou art rich, thou art poor; ; 

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee : friend hast thou none; 

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire. 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 

Do curse the gout, serpigo,* and the rheum, 

For ending thee no sooner< thou hast nor youth nor age; 
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep, 

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld;* and when thou art old and rich,' 
rhoii hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 

To make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this . 
That bears the name of life. Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear 
That makes these odds all even. 

The Terrors of Death most in Apprehension 

. 0, 1 do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake. 

Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain. 

And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Darest thou die ? 

‘ Affects, affections. • Leprous eruptions 

•Old Age. 
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The sense of death is most in apprehension; 

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 

In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Resolution from a Sense of Honour 

Why give me this shame ? 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride. 

And hug it in mine arms. 

The Hypocrisy of Angelo 
There my father's grave 
Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 

ITiou art too noble to consen?^e a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,— 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i' the head, and follies doth enmew,^ 

As falcon doth the fowl, — ^is yet a devil; 

His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

The Terrors of Death 

Death is a fearful 1 ling. 

Isab, And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; 

This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribb'd.ice; 

' Shut up. 
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To be imprison'd in the viewless^ winds, 

And blown with restless violence about 
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst 
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling I — 'tis too horrible ! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
( an lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

Virtue and Goodness 

Virtue is gold, and goodness never fearful. 


The evil that thou causest to be done, 

That is thy means to live : do thou but tfiink 
What 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From such a filthy vice : say to thyself, — 
From these abominable and beastly touches 
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live. 

Canst thou believe thy living is a life, 

So stinkingly depending ? Go mend, go mend. 

Act IV 
Song 

Take, oh take those lips away. 

That so sweetly were foresworn; 

And those eyes, the break of da>', 

Lights that do mislead the morn : 

But my kisses bring again, * 

Seals of love, but seal'd in vain. 

* Invisible. 
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Hide, oh hide those hills of snow, 

Which thy frozen bosom bears, 

On whose tops the pinks that grow 
Are of those that April wears : 

But my poor heart first set free, 

Bound in those icy chains by thee. 

Greatness subject to Censure 

O place and greatness, millions of false eyes 
Are struck upon thee ! volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests 
Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes^ of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream. 

And rack thee in their fancies. 

■ ' Sound Sleep 

As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guiltless labour 
When it lies starkly* in the traveller’s bones. 

Act V 

Character of an Arch Hypocrite 

O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believest 
There is another comlort than this world. 

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madness : make not impossible 
That which but seems unlike : 'tis not impossible. 
But one, the wickei^’st caitiff on the ground, 

Ifay seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute, 

As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 

* Sallies. 


* Stifflv. 
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‘ In all his dressings,^ characters, titles, form'>. 
Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal prince, 

If he be less, he's nothing; but he's more. 

Had I more name for badness. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE 
• Act I 

Mirth and MeUmcholv 

Now, by two-headed Janus, 

Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 
And laugh, like parrots at a bag-piper; 

And other of such vinegar aspect, 

Chat they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Worldhncss 

You have too much respect upon the woi Id : 
They lose it that do buy it with much caie. 

The World’s True Value 

I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano* 

A stage, where every man must play a part. 

Cheerjulness 
Let me play the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

^ Habits and characters of office 
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Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? 


Affected Gravity 
1 tell thee what, Antonio, — 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks; 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond; 
And do a wilful stillness^ entertain, 

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit; 

As who should say, I am Sir Oracle, 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark / 
O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise, 

For saying nothing. 


Loquacity 

Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any man in all Venice : his reasons are as two 
grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; you shall 
seek all day ere you find them; and when you have 
them, they are not wr^th the search. 

Mediocrity 

For aught I see, they are as sick that surfeit with 
too much, as they that starve with nothing : it is no 
mean happiness, therefore, to be seated in the mean; 
superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but com- 
petency lives longer. 

* Obstinate silence. 
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Speculation more easy titan Practice 

If to do were as easy as to know what were good 
to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men's 
cottages princes’ palaces. It is a good divine that 
follows his own instructions : I can easier teach 
twenty whaf were good to be done, than be one of 
the twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain 
may devise laws for the blood; but a hot temper leaps 
over a cold decree; such a hare is madness the youth, 
to skip o’er the meshes of good counsel the cripple. 

The Jeiv*s Malice 

Bass, This is signior Antonio. 

Shy. [Aside![ How lil^e a fawning publican he 
looks 1 

I hate him, for he is a Christian : 

But more for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation; and he rails. 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 

On me, my bargains, and my well won thrift, 

Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe, 

If I forgive him. 


Hypocrisy 

Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The Vievil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness, 
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Is like a villain with a smiling cheek; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart; 

Oh. what a goodly outside falsehood hath I 


The Jew's Expostulation 

Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 

In the Rialto you have rated me. 

About my moneys and my usances 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug; 

*For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe; 

You call me — ^misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears you need my help : 
Go to tlien; you come to nie, and you say, 
Shylock, we would have moneys : you say so; 
You that did void \^our rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold; mone 3 rs is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? should I not say 
Hath a dog money ? is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 

With bated breath, and whispering humbltMiess, 
Say this, — 

Faith, sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last : 
You spurn'd me such a day; another time 
You call'd me — dog; and for these courtesies 
I'll lend you thus much moneys? 


* Interest. 
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Act II 

• Gravity assumed 

Signior Bassanio, hear me ; 

If I do not put on a sober habit, 

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely. 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say. Amen; 

Use all the observance of civility. 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent^ 

To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

The Jew*s Conmpxds to his Daughter, 

Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum. 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd life, 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Nor thrust your head into the public street, 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish'd faces : 
But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements; 

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. 

Possession more languid than Expectation 

Oh, ten times faster Venus' pigeons fly 
To seal love's bonds new made, than tliey are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

\Vlio riseth from a feast 

With that keen apjjetite that he sits down ? 

^ Show of staid and serious demeanour. 
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Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first ? All things that arc. 
Are with more spirit chased than enioy'd. 

How like a younker, or a prodigal, 

The scarfed' bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind I 
How like the prodigal doth she return. 

With over weather'd ribs, and ragged sails. 

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind I 

Portia’s Suitors 

From the four corners of the earth they come. 
To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 
The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as tliroughfares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits; but they come. 

As o'er a brook to see fair Portia. 

The Parting oj Friends 

I saw Bassanio anC Antonio part : 

Bassanio told him he would make some speed 
Of his return; he answered — ‘Do not so; 

Slabber* not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time; 

And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me. 

Let it not enter in your mind of love : 

^ Decorated with Hags. 

* To slabber is to do a thing carelessly. 
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Be merry ; and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostents^ of love : 

As shall conveniently become you there : ' 

And even there, his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he puts his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible, 

He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted. 


Honour to be conferred on Merit only 

For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit t let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity 1 
Oh, that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not derived corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 

How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low peasantiy'^ would then be glean'd 
From the true seed of honour ? and how much honour 
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times. 

To be new varnish'd ? 


Love’s Messenger compared to an April Day 
I have not seen 

So likely an ambassador ot love : 

A day in April never came so sweet, 

To show how costly summer was at hand, 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 


* Shows, tokons. 
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Act III 

The Jei&\ Revenge 

If it will feed nothing else, it will feed my revenge. 
He hath disgraced me, and hindered me of half a 
million; laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, 
scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my 
friends, heated mine enemies; and what's his reason ? 
I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath not a Jew 
liands, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions ? 
fed with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, 
subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, 
as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we not bleed ? if 
you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you poison us, do 
we not die ? and if you wrong us, shall w^e not 
revenge ? if we are like you in the rest, we will 
resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Chris- 
tian, what is his humility ? revenge : If a Christian 
wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be b}^ Christian 
t'xample ? why, revenge. The villainy you teach me, 
I will execute : and it shall go hard but I will better 
the instruction 

Music 

Let music sound while he doth make his choice; 
Then if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 

Fading in music; that the comparison 

May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 

And wat'ry death-bed for him. \.^He may win; 

And what is music then ? then music is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new crowned monarch : such it is, 
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As are those dulcet sounds in break of day. 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear. 

And summon him to marriageN Now he goes 
With no less presence,^ but with much more love. 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice, 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives. 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. 

The Deceit 0) Ornament or Appearances 

The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being season'd with a gracious* voice, 

Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, 

Wl^at damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on its outward parts, 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars; 

Who, inward search'd have livers white as milk ? 

And these assume but valour's excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 

And you shall see 'tis purchased by the weight; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

So are those crisped® snaky golden locks, 

‘ Dignity of man. . * Winning favour. 


® ( nilcd. 
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Which make such wanton gambles with the wind. 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head. 

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled^ shore 
To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. 

Portions Picture. 

What find I here ? [Opening the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia's counterfeit What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine. 

Seem they in motion ? Here-are sever'd lips, 

Parted with sugar breath; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends : here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but her e>'es, — 
How could he see to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his. 

And leave itself unfurnish'd. 

Succcssjiil Lover compared to a Conqueror 

Like one of two contending for a prize. 

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes. 
Hearing applause and universal shout. 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no; 

So, thrice fair lady, stand I. 

> Treaclicrous. * likeness, portrait. 
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His TJioughis to the Inarticulate Joys oj a Crowd 
There is such confusion in my powei s, 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude : 

Where every something being blent^ together 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 

Express’d, and not express'd. 

Implacable Revenge 

Shy. I'll have my bond; I will not hear thee speak; 
I'll have my bond : and therefore speak no more; 

I'll not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool. 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and jdeld 
To Christian intercessors. 

The Boasting oJ Youth 
ril hold thee any wager. 

When we are both accoutred like young men, 
ril prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace. 

And speak, between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride; and speak of frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies sought my love, 

Which I denying, they fell sick and died ; 

I could not do with all ; — ^then I'll repent, 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them; 

And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell, 

That men shall swear, I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth. 

^ Blended. 
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Affectation in Words 

O dear discretion, how his words are suited 1 
'fhe fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words : and I do know 
A many fools that stand in better place, 
Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksey word 
Defy the matter. 


Act IV 

The Jew's Reason far Revenge 

You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Tliree thousand ducats : Til not answer that : 
But, say, 4. is my humour^, is it answer'd ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat. 

And 1 be pleased to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned ? What, are you answer'd yet ? 
Some men there are love not a gaping^ pig; 

Some that are mad, if they behold a cat; 

And others, when the bagpipe sings i' the nose, 
Cannot contain their urine : for affection,’ 
Mistress of passion sways it to the mood 
Of what it likes, or loaths. Now, for your answer 
As there is no firm reason to be render'd. 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat; 

Why he, a swollen bagpipe; but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame. 

As to offend, himself being offended; • 

‘ Particular Jajacy,. * Crying 

* Prejudice. 
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So can I give no reason, nor I will not, ' 

More than a lodged hate, and a certain loathing 
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 

losing suit against him. Are you answer'd i 

Mercy 

The quality of mercy is not strain'd: 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd; 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes. 

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 
The attribute to awe and majesty. 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 

Hut mercy is above the sceptr'd sway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings; 
ft is an attribute to God Himself; 
i\nd earthly power doth then show likest God's 
When mercy seasons justice. 

Fortune 

For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom; it is still her use, 

To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, i 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow» 

An age of poverty. 

Act V 
Moonlight 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness, and the night, 
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Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with yatines^ of bright gold; 

There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st. 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims : 

.'iugh harmony is in immortal souls; 

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 

Music 

I am never merry when I hear sweet music. 

Lor. The reason is your spirits are attentive : 
h'or do but note a wild and wanton herd. 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

I'etcliing mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 

I'heir savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze. 

By tlie sweet ]>ower of music : therefore, the poet 
Did feign tliat Orplieus drew trees, stones, and floods; 
Since naught so stockish, hard and full of rage. 

But music for time doth change his nature. 

'Jhe man that hath no music in himself, 

]S>r is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils : 

The motions of his spirit are dull as niglit, 

And his affections dark as Erebus : 

Let no such man be trusted. ' * ' 

' /V small fiat dish, used in Ihp 'administration of the 
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A Good Deed compared 

How lar that little candle throws his beams I 
' S) shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Nothing good out 0} Season 

The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lai k, 

Wlien neither is attended; and, J tlimk 
"iTlu' nightingale, if she should sing b}" day. 

When e\er3^ goose is cackling, would be thought, 
\o l)elter a musician than the wren, 

How man^' things by season season'd are 
To their right praise and true peifection I 
k Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps with EnJymion, 

' \nd would not be awaked ! 

* 

Moonlight Night 

1 his night, methinks, is but the daylight sick. 
It looks a little paler; 'lis a day, 

'^uch as tlie da\ is when the sun is hid. 


A MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM 
I Acr I J ' * ' 

A Fathers Authority 

To you \^our father should be as a god; 

Dne that compos'd your beauties; yea, and one 
To whom you arc but as a form in wax, 
him imprinted, and within his power 
to leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
s. 


c 
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Reclusp Lije 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires. 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice. 
You can endure the livery of a nun; 

For aye^ to be in shady cloisters mew'd. 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice blessed they that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd, 

Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

True Love ever Crossed 

For aught that ever I could read. 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

TJxe course of true love never did run smooth: 
6ut, either it was different in the blood; 

Or else misgraffed in respect of years : 

Or else it stood upon the choice of friends : 

Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it; 

Making it momentan^"* as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied* night. 

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth. 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold 1 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

1 Ever. • Momentary. 


’ Black. 
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Asst^nalion 

. I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow; 

By his best arrow with the golden head; 

By the simplicity of Venus' doves; 

By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves : 
And by that fire which burned the Carthage queen, 
VVIien the false Trojan under sail was seen; 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women spoke; — 

In that same place thou hast appointed n* \ 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 


77ie Moon 

When Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watery glass, 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass. 


Love 

'>< Things base and vile, holding no quantity. 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

*4-ove looks not with the eyes but with the mind; 
•And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind : 

Nor hath love's mind of any judgment taste; 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste; 

^Arid therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 

As waggish boys in game^ themselves forswear, 

So the boy love is perjured everywhere. 


* Sport. 
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Puck 

< I am that merry wanderer of the night, 

I jest to Oberon, and make hnu 'mile. 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse begu-Je, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 

And sometimes lurk 1 in a gossip's bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab;^ 

And, when she drinks, against her lips I hob, 

And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 

Sometimes for three-foot stool mistake! 1i me; 

Then slip I from her bum, down tojiples she. 

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough 

And when the whole quire hold then Jiips, and lofie 

And waxen in their mirth, and snee/e, .ind sweat. 

A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

Fatty Jealottsv, and the Elicits oj It 

These are the forgeiies of jealousy * 

And never, since the middle summei’s spinig. 

Met we on liill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain, or by rushy biook. 

Or on the beached maigent ot the sea 
To dance our imglets ^o the whistling wind. 

But with they brawls thou hast distinb'd our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the -^ea, 
Contagious fogs, which falling in the land. 

Have every pelting* river made so pioiid. 

That they have overborne their continents,'* 

^ \\ lid Apple. s Petty. 

* Banks which contain them. 
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The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain, 

The ploughman lost his sweat; and the green coin 
Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard; 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock; 

The nine men's morris^ is filled up with mud; 

\iid the quaint maizes in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undistinguishable: 

The human mortals want their winter here; 

No night is now uith hymn or carol blessVl : 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods. 

Pale in her anger washes all the air, 

Tliat rheumatic diseases do abound : 

And thoroughj|this distemperature, we see. 

The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the* crimson rose; 

And on old Hyem's chin, and icy crown, 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is. as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer. 

The cliilding* autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries; and the 'mazed world, 

By their increase,® now knows not which is which. 

, Love m Idleness 

Tliou remember'st 
bmee once I sat on a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back. 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

'rhat the rude sea grew civil at her song; 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres. 

To hear the sea-maid's music. 
i 1 A ^ame played by boys. 

• \ntuniii producinj; flowers uns<*asonably. • Produce. 
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That very time I saw (but thou couldst not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west; 

And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts ; 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery moon; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.^ 

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before, milk-white; now purple with love's wound. 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

zi Fairy Bank 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips* and the nodding violet grows 
Quite over-canopied with lush* woodbine. 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 

Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight. 

I Act III 

Fairy Courtesies 

Be kind and courteous to this gentleman; 

Hop in his walk, and gambol in his eyes : 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,* 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries; 

The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 

* Exempt from love, ■ Tlie greater cowslip. 

■ Vigorous. * Gooseberries. 
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And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes. 
To have my love to bed, and to arise; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies. 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping ej'^es : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 


Female Friendship 

Is all the counsel that we two have shared. 
The sister's vows, the hours that we have spent. 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us — Oh, and is all forgot ? 

All school-days' friendship, childhood innocence ? 
We, Hermia, like two artjficiaU gods, 

Have with our neelds* created both one flower. 
Both in one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key; 

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds. 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together. 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted, 

But yet a union in partition. 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart; 

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry. 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rend our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly : 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it, 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 


1 Ingenious. 


> Needles. 
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Daybreak 

Night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast 
And yonder shines Aurora's haibinger 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering b^re and tlieie, 
Troop home to church-yards 

Aci IV 

Dew tn Hotter^ 

And that same dew, whidi sometime on tfie hncL 
Was wont to swell like round and orient peat Is 
Stood now within the pretty flowret's eves 
Like tears, that did tlieii own disgiace bewail. 

Hunting 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain\ top 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo m conjuction 

Hip I was wath Hercules and Cadmus unce 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the be ii 
W^'ith hounds of Spaita nevei did I heai 
Such gallant chiding ^ foi, besides the gicues, 

The skies, the fountains, every region neai 
Seem'd all one mutual ay I never heaid 
bo musical a discord, such sweet thundei 

Hounds 

My hounds are bred out of the Spaitan kind. 

So flew'd,* so sanded, and their heads aie hung 
With ears that sw^eep away the moining dew 

*The Hews are the large chaps of a hound 


‘ Sound. 
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Crook-kneed, and dew-lapp'd like Tliessalian bulls, 
"5I0W in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells. 
Each under each. A cry more tunable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with lioin. 

Act V 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 

Ah* of imagination all compact;^ 

< >ne sees more devils than vast hells can ln)ld; 

That is the madman : the lover, all is frantic, 
Helen's beauty in a brow of Egpyt : 
i lie poet's ej^e, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from eailli to 
heaven; • • 

\ncl, as imagination bodies forth 
J he forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
I'nrns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
\ local habitation and a name. 

Simplicity and Duty 
]H)r never anything can be amiss, 

^^1len simpleness and duty tender it. 

H^p. I love not to see wretchedness o'ercharged. 
And duty in his service perishing. 

Modest Duty alivavs acocpiahle 

\Mieie I have come, great clerks have inn])()sed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes; 

^^llcre I ha\’e seen them shiver and look pale, 

!\hike periods in the midst of sentences, 

^ Are made of meic imagination. 
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'Fhiottle their practised accent in their fears, 

Vnd in conclusion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not payui'Sf me a welcome. T^ust me, sweet. 

Out of this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcome; 

Vnd 111 the modesty of fearful duty 
1 lead as much, as from the rattling tongue 
' Of saucv and audacious eloquence. 

Time 

lh< lion tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 
Night 

Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon; 

Whilst the heavy pJoughman snores. 

All with weary task foredone.^ 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scntch-owl, scritchmg loud. 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a shioud. 

Now it IS the time of night. 

That the graves all gaping wide. 

Every one lets forth his spiite, 

In the churc' -way paths to glide. 


* Overcome 
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MUCH ADlD ABOUT NOTHING 
Act I . 

* 

' Peace inspires Love 

But now I am returned, and that war-thoiic:hts 
Have left their places vacant, m then rooms 
Come thionqing soft and delicate desiies. 

All prompting me how fair voung Hero is. 

D, Pedro Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 

And tire the hearer with a book of words 
If thou dost love fan He^o, cheiish it, 

And I will bleak with hei, and with hei father. 

And thou shalt have her wasT not to this end. 
That thou btgan'st to twist so fine a stf)r\ ^ 

( laud How sweetly do you mmislei to love, 
lhat know love's giicf by his complexion ! 

But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would have salved it with a long treatise. 

D Pedro What need the budge much bio ider than 
the flood ^ 

The fairest grant is the necessity; 

Look, what will serve, is fit 'tis on^e,^ thou loved . 
But I will fit thee with the remedy 
I know we shill have revelling to night, 

I Will assume thy pait m some disguise. 

And tell fair Hero 1 am ( laiidio, 

And in her bosom I’ll un( lasp my heart. 


* Onte for ill 
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Act II 

Friendship in Lou 

Friendship is constant in all other tilings. 

Save in the office and aliairs of love; 

Therefore all hearts in love use their own tongues; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent; for beauty is a witch, 

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.* 

Merit always Modest 

It is the witness still of excellency. 

To put a sttange face on his own perfection. 

Benedict the Bachelor’s Recantation 

This can be no trick : the conference was sadly 
bome.^They have the tmth of this from Hero. 
They seem to pity the lady; it seems her affections 
have their full bent. Love me ! why it must be re- 
quited. I hear how I am censured : thev sav, I will 
bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love come from 
her; they say too, that she will rather die than give 

any sign of affection. — i did never think to inarn- 

I must not seem pioud : — happy are thev that hear 
their detractions; and can put them to mending. 
They say the lad / is fair; ’tis a truth, I can bear them 
Witness : and virtuors;—’ tis so, I cannot leprove it : 
and wise, but for loving me; — ^by my troth, it is no 
addition to her wit;— nor no great argument of her 
follv, for I will be horribly in love with hei I mav 
* Passion. • Seriously carried on. 
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chance have some odd quirts and remnants of wit 
broken on me, because I have railed so long against 
marriage : — but doth not the appetite alter ? A man 
loves tlie meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in 
his age. Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper 
bullets of the brain, awe a man from the career ot his 
humour ? No : the world must be peopled. When 
I said I would die a bachelor, I did not think I should 
live till I were married. — ^Here comes Beatrice, by 
this day, she's a fair lady : I do spy some marks of 
love in her. 

Act hi 

ravourites compared to Honeysuckles 
Bid her steal into the pleached bower, 

Where honeysuckles ripen'd by the sun, 

Foibid the sun to enter; — ^like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it. 

-1 Siornjul and Satirical Beauty 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eves 
Mis])rising^ what they look on; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak; she cannot love, 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection. 

She is so self-endeared. 

I never yet saw man. 

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured. 
But she would spell him backward; if fair-faced, 
She'd swear the gentleman should be her sister; 

If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic, 

* Undervaluing. 



78 THE BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE 

Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-beaded; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut : 

If speaking, why a vane blown with all wind : 

If silent, why a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out; 

And never gives to tnith and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Act IV 

Di^siutidafton 

Oh, what authority and show of truth 
(>an cunning sin cover itself withal ! 

('omes not that blood as modest evidence, 

To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear 
All you that see her, that she were a maid. 

By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious^ bed; 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

A Father lamenting his Daughtcr*s Infamy 

Grieved I, I had but one ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame “ 

Oh, one too much by thee ? Why had I one ;! 
Why ever wast thou lo\ 3ly in my eyes ? 

Why had I not, with charitable hand. 

Took up a beggar's issue at my gates; 

Who smirched thus,* and mired with inlaiuj", 

I might have said, No part oj it is mine. 

This shame derives itself from unknown loin^ ? 

But mine, and mine I loved, and mine I praised, 
* Lascivious. • Disposition ot things. 

■ Sullied. 
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And mine that I was proud on; mine so much, 
f riiat I myself was to myself not mine, 

Valuing of her; why, she — Oh, she is fallen 

Into a pit of ink I that the wide sea 

il.ith drops too few to wash her clean again. 

Innocence Jmoecyed bv the Count encince 
I ha\’e mark'd 

\ thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face; a thousand innocent shames 
in angel whiteness bear away those blushes; 

And in lier eye there hath ajipear'd a fire, 

To burn the errf)rs that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. 

Resolution 

• 

1 know not : if they speak but truth of her. 

These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her honemr, 
Tlie proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hatli not yet so dried this blood of mine. 

Nor age so eat uj) my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 

But they shall find, awaked in such a kind. 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them thoroughly. 

The Desire of beloved Objects heightened h\ their Loss. 
For it so falls out, 

That what we have we prize not to the worth. 
Whiles^ we enjoj^ it; but being lack'd and lost, 

» While 
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W'hy, then we rack^ the value, then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
While it was ours : — so will it faie with Claudio 
W'hen he shall hear she died upon* his words, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into hib study of imagination : 

And eveiy lovely oigan of her life 

Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit, 

Moie moving-delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and piospect of his soul, 
lluiii when she lived indeed. 

Talking Braggarts 

Hut manhood is melted into courtesies * valoui into 
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
turn ones too; he is now as valiant as Heicules, that 
only tells a lie, and swears it. 

Act V 

Counsel oj no Weight in Misery 

I pray thee, cease thv counsel. 

Winch falls into mine eais as profitless 
As \vatei in a sieve; gr-e not me counsel; 

\oi let no comforter delight mine ear. 

But such a one vhose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bung me a father that so loved his child, 

W hose joy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 

And bid him speak of patience; 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine. 

And let it answer every strain for strain; 

* Over-rate. • By. • Cerenionv. 
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As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form. 

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard: 

Cry — sorrow, wag ! and hem, when he should groan; 
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk 
With candle wasters; bring him yet to me. 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man : for, brother, men 
('an counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Wliich they themselves not feel; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ache with air, and agony with words; 

No, no; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under*the load of sorrow; 

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency, 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself : therefore give me no counsel. 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Satire on the Stoic Philosophers ‘ 

1 pray thee peace : I will be flesh and blood; 

For there was never yet philosopher 
That could endure the tooth-ache patiently : 

However they have writ the style of gods, 

And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Talking Braggarts 

Hold you content. What man ! I know them, yea. 
And what they weigh*, even to the utmost scruple; 
Sicranibling, out-facing, fashion-mong'ring boys, 
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That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slander, 
Go anticly, and show outward hideousness, 

And speak of half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst. 
And this is alL 


Villain to he noted 

Which is the villain ? Let me see his eves; 
That when I note another man like him, 

I may avoid him. 


Daybreak 

'fhe wolves have prey’d; and look, tne gentle day, 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray. 


TAMING OF THE SHREW 

INDUC noN 

Hounds 

Tiiv hounds shall make the welkin answer them. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

Painting 

Dost thou love pictures ? we will letch thee straight 
Adonis painted by a running brook : 

And Cytheria all in sedges hid : 

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath. 
Even as the waving sedges plav with wind. 



TAMING OF THE SHREW 


83 


Act 1 

Womans Tongue 

Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the sea, puff'd up witli winds. 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 

* Have I not heard great ordnance xii the field, 

And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies ^ 
llavt‘ I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets' clang ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue; 

That gives not half so great a blow to the ear, 

As will a chestnut in a farmer's fire ? 

• 

Act III 

A Mad Wedding 

When the j)nest 

Should ask- -if Katherine should be his wife, 

-Iv, hy gogs-woimSf quoth he; and swore so loud. 
That, all amazed, the priest let fall the book : 

'And, as he stoop'd again to take it up, 

.The mad-brained bridegroom took him such a cull. 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest. 
Now take them up, quoth he, ij any list, 

Tra. What said the wench when he arose again ? 
Gre, Trembled and shook; for why, he stamp'd 
and swore. 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

But, after many ceremonies done, 

Ve calls for wine : — A health, quoth he; as if 
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lie had been abroad carousin^» to his mates 
After a storm: — quaff'd off the muscadel,^ 

And threw the sops all in the sexton's lace 1 
Havinf^ no other reason, — 

But that liis beard grew thin and hungerly, 

And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking. 

This done, he took the bride about the neck, 

And kiss'd lier lips with such a clamorous smack. 
That, at the parting, all the church did echo. 

Act IV 

The Mtnd alone Valuable 

For 'tis the mind that make-, the body rich : 

And as the sun breaks thiough the darkest clouds, 
So honour peereth® in the meanest habit. 

What ! is the jay more precious than the lark, 
J-lecause his feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eyes ^ 

Oh, no, good K«ate : neither art thou the woibC 
For tliis poor furniture and mean array. 

Act V 

The Wije^s Duty to her Hiishami 

Fie, fie ! unknit that threatening unkind bro^v: 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 

It blots thy beauty, as frost bites the meads : 

* It was a custom for the company present to rfrmk wint 
immediately after the mariia^e oere^nony. 

» Appeareth. 
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Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds; 
And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 

A woman moved is like a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-secming, thick, bereft of beauty; 

'And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty. 

Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Tliv husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares tor thee, 
And for thy maintenance; commits his l)()d\ 
r<) painful labour, both by sea and land: 

To watch the night in storms, the dav in c old, 

While thou liest warm at home, secure and sale; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience : — 

Too little payment for so great a debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the prince. 

Even such a woman oweth to her husband : 

And. when she’s Iroward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will, 

Wiiat is she but a foul contending rebel. 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? — 

1 am ashamed that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for peac'e ! 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

W hen they are bound to serve, love, and obe}'. 

^\'hv are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 

I napt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions^ and our hearts 
Siiould well agree with our external parts ? 


* Gentle teinperb. 
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THE TEMPEST 
Act 1 

A Usurping Substitute compared io Ivy 
That now he was 

Tlie ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 
And suck'd my verdure out on't. 


ArnL'i^ Description oj managing the Storm. 

I boarded the king's ship; now on the beak, 

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 

1 flamed amazement; sometimes I'd divide, 

And burn in many places; on the top-mast, 

The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet, and join; Jove's lightnings the precursois 
(V tlie dreadful thunder claps, more momentary 
And sight outrunning were not : the fire, and* cracks 
Of sulphurous roaiing, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to besiege, an ’ make his bold waves tremble, 

Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and pla> ’d 
Some tricks of desperation : all but mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel, 
Then all afire with me : the king's son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair). 

Was the first man that leap'd; cried. Hell is empty 
And all the devils are here. 
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TH1-: TEMPEST 

Prospero reproving Ariel 

Thou dost; and think’st 
It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep; 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north; 

To do me business in the veins of the earth 
When it is baked with frost. 

Caliban’s Curses 

CaL As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven feather from unwliolesome fen. 

Drop on you both ! a soutli-west blow on ye. 

And blister you all o’er ! 

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shall have 
cramps. 

Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; urcjiins* 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may woik, 

All exercise on thee ; thou shall be pinch'd 
Ab thick as honeycombs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou takes! from me. When thou earnest first 
Thou strokedst me, and madest much of me; wouldst 
give me 

Water with berries in't : and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and liow the less. 

That burn by day and night : and then I lov'd thee, 
And show'd thee all the qualities o' the isle, 

The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fertile; 
Cursed be I that did so ! — All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, bfeetles, bats, light on you I 
^ Fairies. 
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For I am all the subjects that you have, 

Wluch first was mine own king . and here you stv me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest of the island. 


Caliban* s exuliattons ajter Prospero tells htm he sought 
to iHolate the Honour oj hts Chdd 

O ho, O ho ^ — 'would it had been done I 
Thou didst pre^ent me, I had peopled else 
Ihis isle with (ahbdns 


Mime 

Where should this musiebe ^ i* the air, oi the eaith ^ 
It sounds no more and sure it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank. 

Weeping again the king my father's wieck, 

1 his music crept by me upon the waters . 

Allaying both their furv and m> passion, 

With its sweet air. 


IrieVs ^org 

Full fathoms five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made, 

Tlirise are pearls, that were his eyes 
Nothing of him that doth lade 
But doth suiter a sea ihdiige 
Into something iich and stiange 
a-nymphs hourlv ring h.s knell : 
ark I now I hear them, — ding-dong, bell. 
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A Lover* s Speech 

My spirits, as in a dream are all bound up, 

M\' father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 

The wreck of all my friends, or this man’s threat'., 

To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 

Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners else 0' the earth 
Let liberty make use of : space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 

Act II 

Description of Ferdinand’s Swimming Ashore 

I saw him beat the surges under him, 

And ride upon their backs; he trod the water, 

W hose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
1 he surge most swoln that met him : his bold head 
'Hove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
'fo the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd, 

A>. stooping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came alive to land. 


* Sleep 

Do not omit the heavy ofter of it : 

It seldom visits sorrow: when it doth. 

It is a comforter. 

A fine Aposiopesis 

They fell together all, as by consent; 

They dropp'd as by •a thunder-stroke. What might, 
VVorthv Sebastian ? — Oh, what mig'nt ? — No more : 
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And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 

What thou should'st be : the occasion speaks thee; and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Caliban*s Curses 

All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him 
Hy incli-meaJ a disease I His spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch, 
Flight me with urchin shows, pitch me i' the mire, 
Nor lead me like a fire-brand in the dark 
Out of my way. unless he bid them; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 

Sometimes like apes, that moe^ and chatter at me 
And after, bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot fall; sometimes am I 
All wounds with adders, who, with cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness : — Lo I now ! lo ! 

Here comes a spirit of his; and to torment me, 

For bringing wood in slowly; I'll fall flat : 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Satire on English Curiosity 

Were I in England now (as once I was), and had 
but this fish painted, not a holiday fool there but 
would give a piece >f silver; there would this monster 
make a man : any strange beast there makes a man : 
when they will not give a doit to relieve a lame 
beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead Indian. 

> Make months. 
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Caliban’s P/omises 

ril show thee the best springs; I’ll pluck thee 
berries; 

I’ll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

V plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 

I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 

I'hou wondrous man. 

I pr’ythee, let me bring thee where crabs giow : 

\nd I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts : 
show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmozet; I’ll bring thee 
To clustering filberds, and sometimes I'll get thcic 
Young sea-mells^ from the rock, 

Aci III 

• 

Ferdinand 

There be some sports are paiiilul; but their labour 
Delight in them sets off : some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone, and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would I>e . 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious, but 
The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures : Oh, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed; 

Vnd he's composed of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and. pile them up, 

Tpon a sore injunction. My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work; and says such baseness 
Had ne'er like executor, I forgot : 

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours; 
Most busy-less, when I do it. 

^ Sea-gulls. 
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Enter Miranda) and Prospero, at a distance 

Mtra. Alas, now ! pray you, 

Work not so hard : I would, the lighti'^ing had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile ! 
Pray, set it down, and rest you : wlien this burns, 
'Twill ^^'eep for having wearied vou. My father 
Is hard at study; pray now, rest yourself; 
lie's safe ior these three hours. 

Fcr, O most dear mistress. 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mira, If you will sit down 

I’ll bear your logs the while : pray give me tliat ; 
I'll cany it to the pile. 

Per. jSo, precious creatine; 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back, 

Than you should such dishonour undergo. 

While I "^it lazy by. 

Mira, It would become me 

well as it does you and 1 should do it 
With much more ease; lor my good will is to it. 
And yours against. 

7Vo. Poor worm 1 thou art infected; 

This visitation shows it, 

Mira, You look wearily. 

J'cr, No, noble mistress; 'tis fresh morning with me 
W’lum you are by at night. 1 do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that I migi*t set it in your prayers.) 

W’hat is your name ? 

Mira, Miranda : — O my father, 

I have broke your liest^ to say-so I 

^ Command. ^ 
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Fer, Admired Miranda ! 

IiKieed the top of admiration; worth 
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I Iia\’c eyed witli best regard; and nian\' a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several viitues 
Have I liked several women; never any 
W'ith so full soul, but some defect in her 
IMd quarrel with the noblest grace she owed,^ 

And put it to the foil. But you, O you, 
perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of avery creature's best. 

Mtm. I do not know 

One of my sex : no woman's face remember. 

Save, from my glass, my own; nor havi‘ 1 
More that I may call menf than you, good Iriend, 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 

1 am skill-less of; but, by my modest> , 

(Tlie jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Anv companion in the world but you; 

Xor can imagination form a shape. 

Besides yourself, to like of : but I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
Therein forget. 

Per. I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king; 

(I would, not so !) and would no more endure 

'I'liis wooden slavery, than I would suffer 

'I'he flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak; 

‘ The very instant that I saw you, did 
heart fly to your sendee; tliere resides, 

To make me slave tet it; and, for youi sake, 

\^in I this patient log-man. 

i Owued. 
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Mira, Do you love me ? 

Fey. O heaven, 0 earth, bear witness to this sound, 
And crown what I profess with kind event, 

If I speak true; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief ! I, 

Beyond all limit of what else^ i' the world, 

Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira, I am a fool, 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heaven rain grace 
On tliat which breeds between them ! 
her. Wherefore weep you 

Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 
^JJ(liat I desire to give; and much less take 
'Wliat I shall die to want. But this is trifling; 

And all tlie more it seeks to hide itselJ, 

Th(‘ l)igger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning, 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 

I am your wife, if you will marry me ! 

If not, ril (lie your maid; to be your fellow 
You may deny me ! but I'll be your servant, 
WhetluT you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest. 

And 1 thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then ? 

Fer. Ay, With a heart as willing 
As bondage 'e^^of freedom : here's my hand. 

M ira. And mine, with my heart in't : and now 
farewell 

Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand ! thousand ! 

^ Whatsoever. 
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THE TEMPEST 

A Guilty Conscience 

Oil, it is monstrous ! monstrous I 
Rethought, the billows spoke and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me; and the thunder, 
Tliat deep and dreadful organ pipe, pronounced 
The name of Prosper. 


Act IV 

Continence before Marriage 

If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd, 

No sweet aspersions^ shall the lieavcn let fall 
To make this contract grow; but barren Jiate, 
Sour-eyed disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly, 
That you shall hate it both. 


A Lover*s Protestation 

As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life, 

'With such love as 'tis now; the murkiest den, 

The most opportune place, the strongest suggestion, ‘ 
Our worser genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust; to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration. 

When I shall think, or Phoebus' steeds are founder'd. 
Or niglit kept chain'd below. 


' Sprinkling. 
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Passion too strong Jor Vows 

Look, thou be true; do not {jive dalliance 
Too much the rein; the strongest (»atlis are straw 
To the fire i' the blood : be more abstemious, 

Or else, good-night, your vow ! 


Vanity oj Human Nature 
These our actors. 

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
Tlie solemn temples, the great globe itself; 

Yea, all which it inherit fhall dissolve; 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, ^ 
Leave not a rack* behind. We are sucli stuff 
As dreams are made, and our little life 
Is lounded with a sleep. 


Drunkards enchanted by Ariel 


I told you, sir, tliat they were led-liot with drinking; 
So full ot valour, tliPt they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet : yet always bending 
Towards their project. Then 1 beat my tabor. 

At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears, 
Advanced their e>elids, lifted up their noses. 

As they smelt music; so I charmed their ears. 


^ Vanished. 

body of clouds in motion; 
the author wrote hack. 




THE TEMPEST 


97 


That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and 
thorns, 

Which entered their frail shins : at last T left them 
the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 

There dancing up to the chins. 


Lightness of Foot 

Pray you tread softly, that the blind mole may not 
Hear a footlall. 


Aci V 
Tears 

, His tears run down his Beard, like \innter's drops 
From eaves ^ of reeds. 


Compassion and i'Aemcncy mperior to Revenge 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a heeling 
Of their alflictions ? and shall not myself, 

One of tlieir kind, tliat relish all as sharply. 

Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the 
quick. 

Yet, with my nobler reason, gainst my fury 

Do I take part : the rarer action is 

lln virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 

Not a frown further. ^ 


8 . 


* Thatch. 


D 
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, Fairies and Magic 

Ye elves of hills, brooks, stanilinfj lakes, and groves; 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppets that 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not bites; and you whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though you be) I have hedimm’d 
The noon-tide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds, 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
With his own bolt : the s'crong-based promontoiv 
Plave I made shake : and by the spurs pluck’d up 
The pine and cedar : graves at my command 
Have waked their sleepers, oped and let them fortli, 

By my so potent art. 


Senses Returning 

The charm dissolve apace; 

And as the morning steals upon tlie niglit, 
Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer reason. — 0 good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 
To him thou follow’st; I will pay thy graces 
Home, both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonzo, use me and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer in the act : 
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Tliou'rt pinch’d for’t now, Sebastian, flesh and 
blood. — 

You brother mine, tliat entertain'd ambition, 
Expell'd remorse^ and nature; who, with Sebastian, 
Wiiose inward pinches are most strong. 

Would here have kill’d your king : I do for give thee, 
Unnatural though thou art ! Their understanding 
Begins to swell; and the approaching tide 
Will shortly fill the reasonable shore. 

That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them, 
Tliat yet looks on me, or would know me. 

AricVs Song 

Where tlie bee sucks, there suck I; 

In a cowslip's bell I lie; 

There I couch when* owls do cry. 

On the bat’s back I do fly. 

After summer, merrily : 

Merrily, merrily shall I live now. 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 


TWELFTH NKiHT 
Act I 
Music 

If music be the food of love, plav on, 
Cove me excess of it; that, surleiting. 
The appetite may sicken and so die. 
That strain again; it.had a dying tall: 

* Pity, or tenderness of hoart. 
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Oh, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south. 
That breathes upon a bank of violets. 
Stealing, and giving odour. 


Natural Affection allied to Love 

Oh, she that hath a heart of that fine frame. 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will slie love, when the rich golden shaft. 
Hath kiird the flock of all affections else 
That live in her I when liver, brain, and heart, 
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and filled 
Her sweet pei lections with one self king. 


Escape from Danger 

I saw your bi other. 

Most provident in peril, bind himself, 

Courage and Iiope botli teacliing him the practice. 
To a strong mast that lived upon the sea; 

Where, like Anon on the dolphin's back, 

I saw him hold acquaintance with the wave. 

So long as 1 could see. 


A Ecauhfiil Boy 
Dear lad, believe it; 

For they sliall belie thy liappy years 
That say thou art a man. Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound. 

And all is semblative a woman's part. 
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Determined Love 

Oh. Why, what would you ? 

V%o. Make me a willow cabin at your qate. 
And call upon my soul within the house; 

Write loyal cantons^ of contemned love, 

\nd sing them loud, even in the dead oi iiiglit; 
Holla your name to the reverberate® hills, 

\nd make the babbling gossip of the air 
‘ 'ry out, Olivia 1 Oh, you should not rest 
between the elements of air and eaith. 

But you should pity me. 


Ail II 

Dtsgtiihe 

Disguise, I see, thou art a Wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant® enemy does much. 

! [6w easy is it for the proper false^ 

In women's waxen hearts to set then foinis 1 
Vlas, our frailty is the cause, not ue 
For. such as we are made of, such we 

Triie Love 

Come hither, boy. If ever thou shall love. 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me : 

For, sucli as I am, all true lovers are; 

Unstaid and skittish in all motion else. 

Save in the constant image of the cieaiure 
That IS beloved. 

* Cantos, verses. * 

’ Dexterous, ready fiend 


lOI 


■ Lchuing. 

Bair dec' >ver. 
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The Woman should he Youngest in Love 

Too old, by Heaven. Let still the woman take 
An elder than herself; so weair> •'he to him, 

So sways she level in her husband's h'^art. 

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 

Than w^oman's are. 

('character of an Old Song 

Mark it, Osario; it is old and plain : 

The spinsters and the knitters in the siin, 

And the free maids, that weave their thread Vvitli 
bones^ 

Do use to cliant it : it is silly sooth, ^ 

And dallies with the innocence ol love, 

Like the old age.^ 

Song 

Come away, come away, death, 

And in sad cypress let me be laid; 

Fly away, fly away, breath; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew. 

Oh, prepare it; 

My i>art of death no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower s\veet, 

On my black cofhn let there be strowm; 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown: 

' Lace-makers. ’ * Simple truth. 

3 Times of simplicity. 
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A thousand thousands sighs to save. 

Lay me, oh, where 
Sad true lover never find my grav^e 
To weep there. 

Concealed Love 

hhe never told lier love, 
litit let concealment, like a worm i' the hud, 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 

She sat like patience on a monument. 

Smiling at grief. 


Aci III 

Jeskr 

Tliis fellow’s wise enough to ])lav the fool; 
And. to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 

Ih' must observe their mood on whom he jests, 
llie quality o1 persons, and the time; 

Arul, like the iiaggard,^ check at every feather 
Tihir comes l)eforo his eye. This is a practice, 
^As full of labour as a wise man’s art : 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit; 

But wise men, iolly-fallen, quite taint theii wit. 

Unsought Love 

Fo^jrio, by the roses of the spring, 

Bv inaidhood, honour, truth and everything, 

1 love thee so that, maugre*^ all tliy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 

* A hawk not well trained. 'In spile of. 
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Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause; 
But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter: 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better* 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 
Act I 

Love Commended and Censured 
Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

And writers say, as the most foi-ward bud 
Is eaten by the canker eie it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn'd to folly; blasting in the bud. 

Losing his verdure even in the prime. 

And il the fair effects of future hopes. 

Love Forward and Dissembling 

Maids, in modesty say No to that 
Which they would have the profferer construe Ay, 
Fie, fie ! how \vayward is this foolish love; 

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse. 
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod I 

Advantage oj Travelling 
He cannot be a perfect man. 

Not being tried and tutor'd in the world; 
Experience is by industry achieved. 

And p^ected by the swift course of time. 
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Love compared to an April Day 
Oh, how this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day; 

Which now shows all the beauty of tlu* sun. 

And by-and-by a cloud takes all away ! 

Act II 

Humorous Description of a Man m Love 

J\farry, by tliese spodal rnaiks: Fjist, you have 
learned, like Sn to wieath your arms like 

a malcontent, to lelisli a love-song, like a robm 
redbnMSt ; to walk alone, like one that had the 
pestilence; to sigh, like a ^'hoolboy that bad lost his 
A, B, C ; to weep, like a young wench that had buried 
her grandam; to fast, like one that takes diet;^ to 
watch, like one that fears robbing; to speak puling^ 
like a beggd ai Hallowmas.* You were wont, when 
vou laughed, to ciow like a cock; when you 
walkt'd, to walk like one of tlie lions; when you fasted, 
it was presently after dinner; when you looked sadly* 
It was for want of money : and now you are meta- 
morphosed witli a mistress, that, when I look on you, 
J f'an hardly think you my master. 

An accomplishid Young Gentleman 
Ills years but young, but bis experience old; 

Ills head unmollow'd, but his judgment ripe; 

And, m a v^oid, for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow. 

He IS complete in feature, and in mind. 

With all good grace* to grace a gentleman. 

*■ Under a regimen. * All-hallowma^^. 
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Contempt of Love punished 

I have clone penance for contemning love; 

Whose Iiigh imperious thoughts iiave punish'd me 
Witli bitter fasts, with penitential groans, 

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore siglis, 

For, in revenge of my contempt of love. 

Love hath chased sleep from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine own heart's su^ro^^'. 
0, gentle Proteus, Love's a mighty lord, 

And hath so humbled me, as, 1 confess. 

There is no woe to his correction, 

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth ! 

Now, no discourse, except it be of love; 

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep. 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Loi^c compared to a Waxen Image 

For now my love is thaw'd; 

Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a lire. 

Bears no impression of the thing it was. 

Love increased by Attempts to suppress It 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love; 

Thou wonldst as sooij go kindle fire with snow. 

As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc. I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire; 
But qualify the fire's extreme rage, 

Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 

Jul, The more thou damm'st^ it up, the mcue it 
burns; 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 

^ Closest. 
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Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth rage; 
But, when his fair course is not hindered, 

He makes sweet music with the enamelled stones. 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage; 

And so by many winding nooks he stravs. 

With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my couise; 
ril be as patient as a gentle stream, 

And make a pastime ol each weary step, 

Till tlie last step have brought me to my love; 

And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil,^ 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

A Faithful and Constant Lover 

His words are bonds, his oatlis are oracles; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate, 

His tears pure messengers sent from liis heart. 

His heart as far from traud as heaven from earth. 

Act 111 

Presents prevail with Woman 

Win her with gifts, it she respect not words; 

Dumb jewels often, in theii silent kind, 

More than quick words do move a woman s mind. 

A Lover's Banishment 

And why not death, rather than living torment ? 

To die is to be banish'd from myself; 

And Silvia is myself : banish'd from lier 
Ii> self from self; a deadly banishment ! 

‘ Trouble. 
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What light is light, if Silvia be not seen i 
What joy is joy if Silvia be not by ? 

Unless it be to think that she h hy. 

And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

There is no music in the nightingale; 

Unless I look on Silvia in the day. 

There is no day for me to look upon. 

Beauty fetiUomng in vain 

Ay, ay; and she hath ofter'd to the doom — 
Which unreversed, stands in effectual force — 

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 

Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them. 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe; 

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears, 
Xould penetrate her uncompassionate sire. 


Hope 

Hope is a lover's st^ff; walk hence with tJiat, 
And manage it against despairing thoughts. 


Love compared to a Figure on Ice 

This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched^ in ice; which with an hour's heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 


»Cut 
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Three Things in Man disliked by Females 

The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent; 

Three things that women highly hold in hate. 


The Power of Poetry with Females 

Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart; 
Write till your ink be dry; and with your tears 
Moist it again and frame some feeling line, 

I'hat may discover such integrity : 

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poet's sinews; 
Whose golden touch couM soften steel and stones. 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Foisake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 


An TV 

The Poixtf ui [itnni 

At that time I made her weep a-good,^ 
For I did play a lamentable part : 

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning 
For Theseus's perjury, an unjust flight : 
Which I so lively acted with my tears 
That my poor mistress, moved therewithal. 
Wept bitterly; and would I might be dead 
It I in thought felt .not her very sorrow ! 


* In good earae*>t 
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Act V 

A Lover in Solitude 

How use doth breed a habit in a man \ 

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns. 
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any. 

And, to the niglitmgale's complainmg notes. 
Tune my distresses, and record^ my woes. 

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless; 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leave no memory of what it was 1 
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain ! 


Love Unreturned 

What dangerous action, stood it next to death. 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 

Oh, 'tis the curse in love, and still approved,* 
When women cannot love where tliey’re beloved. 


Infidelity in a Friend 

Who should be trusted now, when one’s right liand 
Is perjur'd to the ’''osom ? Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more. 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deepest. 

^ Sing. • Felt, experienced. 
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Repentance 

Who by repentance is not satisfied 
Is not of heaven nor earth, for these are pleased. 
By penitence the Eternal’s wrath's appeased : 
And, that my love may appear plain and free. 
All that was mine in Silvia I pjive thee. 

Inconstancy in Man 
0 Heaven ! were man 

But constant, he was perfect : that one error 
Fills him with faults. 


WINTER'S TALE 
Act I 

Youthful Innocence 
Wi£ were, fair queen, 

Two lads that thouglit there was no more behind ^ 
But such a day to-morrow as to day, 

And to be a boy eternal. 

\\'e were as twinn'd lambs, that did Irisk i’ the sun. 
And bleat the one at the other. What we chang'd, 

W as innocence for innocence; we knew not 
Tlic doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream'd 
That any did. TIad we pursued that life, 

And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
W ith stronger blood, we should have answer’d Heaven 
Boldly, Not Guilty) the imposition clear'd, 

Heriditary ours.^ • 

^ Setting aside original sin. 
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Fondness of a Father for his Child 

Leon. Are you so fond o^ vour young prince as we 
Do seem to be of ours ? 

Pol. If at home, sir, 

He's all my exercise, my mirth, my matter : 

Now nry sworn friend, and then my enemy; 

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 

He makes a July's day short as December; 

And, with his varying childness, cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

Jealousy 

Is whispering nothing I 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses ? 
Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? — a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty; — horsing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks more swift ? 
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight ? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web,^ but theirs, theirs only, 
That would unseen be wicked ! is this nothing ^ 

The covering sky is nothing; Bohemia nothing ; 

My wife is nothing, nor nothing have these nothings. 
If this be nothing. 

Regicides Detestable 

*. I 

To do this deed. 

Promotion follows; if I could find example 
Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings, 

And flourished after, I'd not do't : but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one. 
Let villainy itself forswear' t. 

> Disorders of the eye. 
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Acr II 

K).()wledge someiimei^ Hurtful 

The* **e may be in the cup 
A spidei ^ steep'd, and one may drink, depart. 

And yet partake no venom; for his knowledge 
Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr'd mgredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he ciacks his gorge, his sides. 
With violent hefts ® 

Eloquence of Silent hinoi t m e 
* s 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. ^ ^ 

Exposing HI Infant 
Come on, poor babe : 

Some powerful spints instruct the kites and ravens. 
To be thy nurses ^ Wolves and beais, they sa)/. 
Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like oliues ol pil>. 


Act III 
Innocence 

Innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. 

* Spiders were deemisd poisonous in our author's time. 

• Heavings. 
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Despair of Pardon 

But, O thou tyrant ! 

Do not repent these things; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee. 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting. 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

Description of a Ghost appearing in a Dream 

I have heard (but not believed) the spirits of the dead 
May walk again; if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me last night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one side, some anotlier : 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 

So filled, and so becoming : in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay : thrice bowed before me; 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : Good Antigonas, 

Since fate, against tk^ better disposition, 

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath , — 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

I pr'ythee calVt ; for this ungentle business, 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shall see 
Thy wife Paulina more : — ^and so, with shrieks. 
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She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myself; and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys; 

Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously, 

1 will be squared by this. 

The Injant Exposed 

Poor wretch. 

That, for thy mother's fault, art thus exposed 
To loss and what may follow !- Weej) I canm.t. 

But my heart bleeds ; and most accursed am 1 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this.- Farewell ! 

The day frowns more and more; thou ait like to have 
A lullaby too rougli, 

« 

A Clown* s Description of a Wreck 

I would you did but see how it chafes, how it rages, 
how it takes up the shore ! but that's not to the point. 
Oil, the most piteous cry of the poor souls! sometimes 
to see 'em, and not to see 'em; now the ship boring 
tlie moon with her main-mast; and anon swallowed 
with yest and froth, as you'd thrust a cork into a 
hogshead. And then for the land service,— To see 
how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone; how lie cried 
to me for help, and said his name was Antigonus, a 
nobleman. — But to make an end of the ship : to see 
how the sea flap-dragoned^ it : — ‘but, first, how the 
poor souls roared, and the sea mocked them; — and 
how the poor gentleman roared, and the bear mocked 
him, both roaring louder than the sea or weather. 


* Swallowed. 
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Act IV 

A Garland for Old Men 
Reverend sirs, 

For you there’s rosemary and rue; these keep 
Seeming and savour^ all the winter long : 

Grace and remembrance be to you botli, 

And welcome to our shearing ! 

I , 

Nature and Art 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, — 

Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, — tl\e fairest flowers o’ the 
season, 

Are our carnations, and streak'd gillyvors. 

Which some call nature's bastards; of that kind, 
Our rustic garden’s barren; and I care not 
To get slips of tliem. 

Pol. Wlierefore, gentle maiden, 

Do you neglect them ? 

Per. For* I have heard it said, 

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. ^ 

Pol. Say there be; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

^ut nature makes that mean : so, o'er that art, 
[Which you say adds to nature, is an art 
I That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock, 

^Likeness aikd smell. 


® Because that. 
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And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race; this is an art 
Which does mend nature, — change it rather; but 
The art itself is nature. 

A Garland for Middle-aged Men 
I'll not put 

The dibble^ in earth to set one slip of them : 

No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, 'twere well; and only therefore 
Desire to breed by me — ^Here's flowers for you; 

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram; 

The marigold that goes to bed with the sun. 

And with him rises weeping; these aie flowers 
Of middle summer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. • 

A Garland for Young Men 

Cam, I should leave grazing, were I of your flock. 
And only live by gazing. 

Per, Out, alas ! ^ 

You'd be so lean that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and througli. — Now, niy 
fairest friend, 

. I would I had some flowers o' tlie spring, that might 
Become your time of day; — and yours, and yours. 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing. — O Proserpina, 

For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou lett st fall 
From Dis's^ waggon 1 — daffodils. 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The vrinds of March»with beauty; violets dim, 

• A tool to set plants. = Pluto. 
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But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroses, 

That die umarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, — a malady 
Most incident to maids : bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one ! 0, these I lack, 
To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend. 
To strew him o'er and o'er. 


. A Lover's Commendation 
What you do, 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
I’d have you do it ever; when you sing 
I’d have you buy and sell so; so give alms; 

Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs, 

To sing them too : when you do dance, I wish you 
A wave o' the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move still, still so, and own 
No other function : each your doing. 

So singular in each particular. 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds. 
That all your acts are queens. 


True Love 

He says he loves my daughter; 

I think so too; for never gazed the moon 
Upon the water as he'll stand, and read, 

As 'twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain, 
1 ]i;hink there is not half a kiss to choose 
jJK^o loves another best. 
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. Presents lightly regarded by Real Lovers 

PoL How now, fair shepherd ! 

Your heart is full of something that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack'd 
The pedlar's silken treasury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance; you have let him go. 

And nothing marted^ with him. If your lass 
interpretation should abuse, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty; you were straited® 

For a reply, at least, if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not .such trifles^ as these are : 

The gifts she looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
I'p in my heart; which I have given already, 

But not deliver'd. — 0, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime loved; I take thy hand, this liand. 

As soft as dove's down, and as white as it; 

Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow 
Tliat's bolted^ by the northern blasts twice o'er. 

A Father the best Guest at his Son* s Nuptials. 

Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptials of his son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more; 

Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable affairs ? is he not stupid 

^ Bought, trafficked. ® Put to difficulties. 

® The .sieve used to separate flour from bran is called s . 
bolting cloth. 
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With age, and altering rheums ? can he speak ? hear r 
Know man from man ? dispute his own estate ? ^ 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing, 

But what he did being childish ? 

Flo. No, good sir : 

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed. 
Than most have of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard 

You offer liim, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial. Reason, my son. 

Should choose himself a wife; but as good reason 
The father, all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity, should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Rural Simplicity 

I was not much afeard : for once or twice 
I was about to speak; and tell him plainly. 

The self-same sun, that shines upon his court. 

Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike. 

Love cemented by Prosperity, but loosened by 
Adversity 

Prosperit53^’s the very bond of love; 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. ^ 

' : . Act V 

Wonder, proceeding from Sudden Joy -- ’ 

There was speech in , their dumbness, language in 
their very gesture ; they looked as they had lieard 
' Talk over his affairs. 
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of a world ransomod, or one destroyed. A notable 
passion of wonder appeared in them : but the wisest 
beholder, that knew no more but seeing, could not 
say if the importance ‘ were joy or sorrow ; but jp 
the extremity of the one it must needs be. 

A Slalne 

What was he that did make it ? — See, my lord. 
Would you not deem it breatli’d ? — and that tliose 
veins 

Did verily bear blood ? 

Pol. Masterly done : 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixture of her eye hath motion in’t® 

As® we are mock’d with art. 

Still, methinks. 

There is an air comes from her. What fine chisel 
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me. 
For I will kiss her. 

A Widow compared to a Turtle 
I, an old turtle. 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough, and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 

Lament till I am lost, 

* The thing imported. 

* i.e. Though her eye be fixed, it seems to have motion in it. 

* As iL 
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KING JOHN 

Aci I 

Neu' Titles 

Goodden} Sir Richard — God-a-mercy, fellow : — 
Ami if his name be (ieorge. I'll call him Peter : 
For neW'iTiade honour doth forget men’s names : 
’Tis too respective^ and too sociable 
For your conversion.® Now your traveller, — 

He and his toothpick at my worship's mess; 

And when my knightly stomach is sufficed. ^ 
Wliy then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

‘ i*Iy picked man of countries My dear sir, — 

Thus, leaning on mine elbow, 1 begin, — 

I shall beseech you — that is question now; 

And then comes ans’ ^er like an A B C-book : — 
Oh sir, says answer, at your best command; 

At your employment; at your service, sir : — 

No sir, says question, 1, sweet sir, at yours : 

And so, ere answer knows what question would, - 
Saving in dialogue of compliment; 

1 (Joocl-evening. * Respectful. 

* Change of condition. * .Vly travelled fop. 

^ Catechism. 
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And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean, and the river Po, — 

It draws towards supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit like myself : 
f For he is but a bastard to the time, 

That doth not smack of observation. 

Act II 

Description of England 

Tliat pale, that white-faced shore, 

WTose foot spurns back the ocean*s roaring <ide«=, 
\nd coops from other lands her islanders, — 
l-ven till that England, hedged in with the main. 
That water-walled bulwark still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, — 
i'>en till that utmost corner of the west 
'^aliite thee for lier king. 

Descrip! ion of an Ejtglisli Army 

His marches are expedient^ to this town, 

Hjs forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother-queen. 

An Ate, 2 stirring him to blood and strife; 

^Vith her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 

W ith them a bastard of the king deceased : 

And all the unsettled liumours of the land, - 
Kash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' spleens, — 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 

^ Immediate, expeditious. * The goddess of revenge. 
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Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits. 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er. 
Did never float upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath® in Christendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand. 

Courage 

By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence; . 

For courage mounteth with occasion. 

A Boaster 

What cracker is this same that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath ? 

Description of Victory by the French 

You men of Angiers, open wide your gates. 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in. 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother. 
Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground : 
Many a widow's husband grovelling lies. 

Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth; 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing bankers of the French, 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display'd. 

To enter conquerors. 


* Mischief. 
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Victory described by the English 

Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells; 
King John, your king and England's doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver bright. 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood; 

There stuck no plume in any English cust, 

That is removed by a staff of France; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march'd forth; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands. 

Dyed in the d5'ing slaughter of their foes. 

A complete Lady 

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, 

Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 

If zealous’ love should go in search of virtue, 

Where should he find it purer than in Bland i ? 

If love ambitious sought a match of birth. 

Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch ? 

Powerful Effects of Self-interest 
Rounded^ in the ear 

With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil; 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith; 
That daily break-vow; he that wins of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids; — 

Who having no external thing to loose 

But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 


* Pious. 


■ Conspired. 
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That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling commodity^ — 
Commodity, the bias of the world; 

The world, who of itself is peised* well. 

Made to run even upon even ground; 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias. 

This sway of motion, this commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direction, purpose, course, intent : 

And this same bias, etc. 

Act III 

A Woman s Fears 

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me. 

For I am sick, and capable* of fears; 

Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears; 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears; 

A woman, naturally bom to fears; 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest. 
With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce, 

-Sut they will quake and tremble all this day. 

Tokens of Grief 

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head? 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 

What means tliat hand upon that breast of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheurn, 

I-ike a proud river peering^ o'er his bounds ? 

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 

Tiien speak again, — not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

1 Interest. I Poised, balanced. 

• Susceptible. ^ Appearing, 
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A Mother* s Fondness for a Beautiful Child 

If thou, that bidst me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother's womb. 

Full of unpleasing blots and sightless^ stains. 

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, ^ 

Patch’d with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 

I would not care, I then would be content; 

For then I should not love thee; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 

But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great : 

Of nature's gifts tliou mayst with lilies boast. 

And with the half-blown rose. 

Grief 

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud; 

For grief is proud and makes his honour stout. 

Cowardice and Perjury 

O Lymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretclj, tlnai 
coward ! 

Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 
fhou Fortune's champion that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! — thou are perjured, too, 

\nd sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

\ ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear, 
Jpon my party 1 Tliou cold-blooded slave, 

Sast thou not spoke h’ke thunder on my side ? 

^ Unsightly. • Portentous. 
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Been sworn my soldier ? bidding, .me 

Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 

And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 

Thou wear'st a iion’s hide 1 dofi^ it for shame, 
And liang a calf's skin on those recreant limbs. 


The Horrors of a Conspiracy 

I had a thing to say, — but let it go: 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 

Is aU too wanton, and too full of gawds,* 

To give me audience. — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand. 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 

Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick,- 
''Vhich else runs tickling up and down the veins. 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment — 

A passion hateful to my purposes;) 

Or if that thou could‘'t see me without eyes. 

Hear me without thine ears and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit® alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of vmrds,— 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But, ah, I will not. 

■ Showy ornaments. 

* Conception. 


* Do off. 



129 


KING JOHN 
Afostrophe to Death 

0 amiable, lovely death f 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 

Arise forth from the couch of lasting niglit, 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones; 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows; 

And ring these fingers with thy household worms: 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust, 
And be a carrion monster like thyself; 

Come, grin on me; and I will think thou smihst. 
And buss thee as thy wife I Misery's love. 

Oh, come to me ! 

A Mother* s Ravings 

1 am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine; 

My name is Constance; I was Geffrey's wife; 
Voiing Artliur is my son, and he is lost : 

I am not mad; — I would to Heaven I were ! 

For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 

Or, if I could, what grief should I forget ! — 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 

And thou shalt be canonised, cardinal; 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself : 

If I were mad, I should forget my son : 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he : 

I am not mad; too Well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

s. 


E 
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A Mother's Grief for fke toss of her Son 

Father cardinal, 1 have heard you say 

That we shall see and know our friends in Heaven : 

If that be true, 1 shall see my boy again; 

For since the birth of Cain, the first male child. 

To him that did but yesterday suspire,^ 

There was not such a gracious* creature bom. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek. 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost. 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 

And so he'll die; and. rising so again. 

When I shall meet him in the court of Heaven 
I shall not know him; therefore never, never, 

Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 
Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 

K. Phi. You are as fond of grief as of your 
child. 

- Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts. 

Stuffs out his vacari garments with his form; 

Then have I reason to be fond of grief. 

Despondency 

There's nothing in this world can make me joy : 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale. 

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man. 

* Breathe. • GracefuL 
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Strength *of Departing Diseases 

Before the curing of a strong disease, 

Even in the instant of repair and health, 

The fit is strongest; evils that take leave. 

On their departure most of all show evil. 

Danger takes hold of any Support 

He that stands upon a slippery place. 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up. 

Act IV 

Arthur* s Pathetic Speeches to Hubert 

Methinks, no body should be sad but 1 : 

Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 

Young gentlemen would be sad as night, 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

I should be merry as the day is long. 

Have you the heart ? When your head did but 
ache, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows, — 

The best I had, a princess wrought it me, — 

And I did never ask it you again; 

And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time. 

Saying, -What lack you ? and, Where lies your 
grief ? 

Or, What good love may I perform for you ? 

Many a poor man's son woidd have lien still. 
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And ne'er have spoke a loving Word to you; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love. 

And call it cunning : — do, an if you will : 

If Heaven be pleased that you must use me ill. 
Why, then you must. — ^Will you put out mine eyes ? 
These eyes that never did, nor never shall. 

So much as frown on you ? 

• • • • ■ • 

Alas, what need you be so boisterous rough ? 

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 

For Heaven's sake, Hubert I let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away. 

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Is there no remedy ? 

Huh, None, but to lose your eyo*^. 

Arth, O Heaven ! — that there were but a mote in 
yours, 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandTing hair. 

Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 

Then, feeling what "■mall things are boisterous tiiere. 
Your yWe. intent must needs seem horrible. 

Perfection admits of no Addiiion 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 

To throw a perfume on the violet, 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue, 

, Unto the rainbow, or with a taper-light 
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Ito seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

In this, the antiquity and well-noted face 
Of plain old fonn is much disfigured ; 

And, like a shifted wind imto a sail, 

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about ; 
Startles and frights consideration; 

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected, 

For putting on so new a fashion'd robe. 

The Countenances oj a Murderer 

This is the man should do the bloody deed ; 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his 
Doth show the mood of a much troubled breast. 

A Struggling Conscience 

The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 

Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set : 

Ilis passion is so ripe it needs must break. 

News-bearers 

Old men and beldams in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously : 
young Arthur's death is common in their mouths: 
And when they talk of him they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear; 

And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist; 
Vhilst he that hears .makes fearful action. 


' Decorate 
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With wrinkled brows, with nod% with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news ; 

Who, with his shears and measure in his liand, 
Standing on slippers (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet), 

Told of many thousand warhke French, 

That were embattailed and rank'd in Kent: 

Another lean unwash’d artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

The Evil Purposes of Kings too servilely executed 

It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life; 

And, on the winking of authority. 

To understand a law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advised respect.^ 

A Villain's Look and Ready Zeal 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done ! T’^adst not thou been by, 

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 

Quoted,^ and signed, to do a deed of sJianie, 

This murder had not come into my mind. 

Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a pause, 
When I spake darkly what I purposed. 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face. 

And bid me tell my tale in express words, 

' Deliberate consideration. • Observed. 
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Deep shame had striyck me dumb, made me break ofl^ 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 

Hypocrisy 

Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 

I^or villainy is not without such rheum 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse^ and innocency. 

Despair 

If thou didst but consent 
To tin's most cruel act, do but despair; 

And if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will servo to strangle thee; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on; or wouldst thou drown 
thyself, 

Put but a little water in a spoon, 

And it shall be as all ocean, 

Lnough to slide such a villain up. 

Act V 

A Man in Tears 

Let me wipe of! this honourable dew 
Tliat silvery doth progress on thy ( iiot'ks: 

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation; 

But this effusion of such manly drops, 

This shower, blov/n up by tempest of the soul, 

• Pity. 


' M( Mature 
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Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 
Figured quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury 
And with a great heart lieave away this storm : 
Commend these waters to tliose baby eyes 
That never saw the giant world enraged, 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Drums 

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 

Plead for our interest. 

. . . • • 

Do but start 

An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready bractnl. 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine; 

Sound but another, and another shall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's^ ear. 

And mock tlie deep-mouth'd thunder. 

Approach of Death 

It is too late; the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly; and his pure brain. 

Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-] loiise, 
Doth, by the i^e comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Madness occasioned hy Poison 

Ay, maiTy, now my soul hath elbow-room; 

It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 

J Sky. 
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There is so hot a summer in my bosom. 

That all my bowels crumble up to dust; 

I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment; and against this tire 
Do I shrink up. 

Poison'd, — ^ill-fare; — dead, forsook, cast off : 

And none of you will bid the winter come, 

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw; 

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 
Through my bum'd bosom; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips, 

And comfort me with Cold. 

England Invincible if Vnanitnotis 

England never did, nor never shall. 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Vow these her princes have come honmi<^ain, 

( ome the three corners of the world in arms, 

And we shall shock them : naught shall make us rue. 
If England to itself do rest but true. 


KING RICHARD II 
Act I 
Reputation 

Tde purest treasure mortal times afford 
Is spotless reputation.; that away, 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
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Cowardice • 

That which in mean men we entitle patience. 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

Consolation under Banishment 

All places that the eye of Heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 

Teach thy necessity to reason thus; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not the king doth banish thee, 

Bqt thou the king : woe doth the heavier sit 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Go, say — I sent thee forth to purcliase honour, 

And not the king; exiled thee; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 

And thou art fl^nng to a fresher clime. 

Look, wh^thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie thatway thou go'st, not whence thou coin'sl 
Suppose the singing birds musicians; 

Tiie grass whereon thou tread'st, the presence^ strew M 
The* flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 
Than a delightful measure or a dance ; 

For gnarling® sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and sets it light. 

Thoughts ineffectual to moderate Affliciion 

Oh, who can hold a Are in his hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feast ? 

^ Presence-chamber at court. 


* Growling. 
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Or wallow naked ini December snow, 

By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat ? 
oil, no ! the apprehension of the good. 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 

Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more. 

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Popularity 

Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observed his courtship to the common people ; 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy; 

What reverence he did throw away on slaves; 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles, 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 

As 'twere to banish their affects with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oys ter- wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid — God speed hijjj^ell. 

And had the tribute of his supple knee, 

With — Thanks to my countrymen, my loving jriends; 
As were our England in reversion his, ^ • 

And he our subjects' next degree in hope. 

Act II 

England pathetically Described 

This royal throne of kings, this scejiter’d isle. 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demi-paradise: 

.This fortress built by nature for herself 
Against infection and. the hand of war; 

This happy breed of men, this little world; 
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This precious stone set in the silver sea. 

Which serves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defensive to a house. 

Against the envy of less happier lands. 

England bound in with the triumphant sea; 

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame. 
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds; 

That England, that was wont to conquer others. 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

■“ Grief 

Each substance of a grief hath twenty sliadows^ 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so; 

For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 

Like perspectives,^ which, rightly gazed upon. 

Show nothiffg but confusion, — eyed awry. 
Distinguished form. 

I 

Hope deceitful 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope, — he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper back of death. 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Prognostics of War 

The bay-trees in our country are all wither'd 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

^ Pictures, 
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The pale-faced moon^ looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean-look'd prophets whisper fearful chanj^e; 
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap. 

Act III 

Apostrophe to England 

As a long parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meetings 
So, weeping-smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 

And do thee favour with my royal hands. 

Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense; 
uut let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee : 

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies; 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder. 

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch ^ 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. — 

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

Sun-rising ajter a Dark Night 
Know'st thou not, 

Tliat when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, that lights the lower world. 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 
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In murders, and in outrage, boldly here; 

But when, from under this terrestrial ball. 

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines. 

And darts his light tJirough every guilty hole, 

Tlien murders, treasons, and detested sins, 

Tlie cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs, 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 

Vanity of Power, and Misery of Kings 

No matter where; — of comfort no man speak : 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs; 

M?ke dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let's choose executors, and talk of wills : 

And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath. 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 

And nothi^^ can we call our own but death. 

And that i^till model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 

For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground, 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 

How some have been deposed; some slain in war : 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed; 
Some poison'd by their wives; some sleeping kill'd ; 
All murder'd : — for within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court : and there the antic sits. 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene. 

To monarchise, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life. 
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Were brass impregnable; and humour'd tlius. 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle wall, and — farewell king ! 
Cover your lieads, and mock not flesh and blood 
W ith solemn reverence;’ throw away respect. 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty; 

For you have but mistook me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 

^ Need friends : — ^subjected thus, 

How can you say to me, I am a king ? 

Act IV 

Richard resigning the Crown to Bolinghrohe 
Now mark me, how I will undo mj^selt : — 

I give this heavy weight from off my head. 

And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 

With mine own hands I give away my««*fi5wn, 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 

With mine own breath release all duty's rites : 

All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 

My manors, rents, revenues I forgo; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny : 

.God pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 

God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grir\’'d. 
And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all achiev'd ! 
Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save King Henry, unking'd Richard says. 

And send him many A’ears of sunshine days !— 
What more remains ? 
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Act V 

Melancholy Stones 

In winter’s tedious nights, sit by the fire 
With good old folks, and let them tell tliee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid;^ 

And ere thou bid good-night, to quit* their gnef, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And send the heroes weeping to their beds. 

Public Entry 

•4 • 

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, — 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 

Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know, — 

With slow, but stately pace kept on his course. 
While all tongues cried, God save thee, Bolingbroke I 
You would have thought the very windows spake. 
So many ^Bbdy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted tlieir desiring eyes 
Upon his visage: and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once, 

Jesu preserve thee 1 welcome, Bolingbroke I 
Whilst he, from one oide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 
Bespake them thus , — I thank you, countrymen : 

And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 

Duch. Alas, poor Richard I where rode he the whilst? 

York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men. 

After a well-graced actor leaves the stage. 

Are idly bent* on him that enters next, 

‘ Passed. ■ Bfe even with them. 

HTarelessly turned. 
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Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, God save himi 
No joyful tongue gave hini his welcome home : 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head; 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,— 

His face still combating with tears and smiles. 

The badges of his grief and patience, — 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted. 
And barbarism itself liave pitied him. 

Violets 

Who are the violets now. 

That strew the green lap of the new-come spring ? 

A Soliloquy in Prison 

I have been studying how I may cfSSipare 
This prison where I live unto the world : 

And, for because the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

I cannot do it; — ^yet I'll hammer if out. 

My brain I'll prove the female to my soul. 

My soul, the father : and these two beget 
A generation of still breeding thoughts, 

And these same thoughts people this little world, 

In humours, like the people of this world, 

^‘or no thought is contented. 

• # • « • # 

Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves. 

Nor shall not be the last; like silly beggars, 
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Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge, their shame» 
That many have, and others must sit there; 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endured the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people, 

And none contented : sometimes am I a king; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar. 
And so I am : then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king’d again : and by-and-by 
Th.ink that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing, — but whate'er 1 arn. 
Nor I. nor any man, that but man is 
With nothing shall be pleas'd till he be eased 
With being nothing. 


KING HENRY IV.— Part I 

^ Act I 

Peace aHer Civil War 

So shaken as we are, so wan witli care, 

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in strands afar remote. 

No more the thirsty entrance of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children's blood 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces ; those opposed eyes. 
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Which, like the meteors of a troubled lieaven, 

All of one nature, of one substance bred. 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock. 

And furious close of civil butchery. 

Shall now, in mutual weU-beseeming ranks, 

March aU one way, and be no more opposed 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 

* The edge of war, like an ill-sheatlied knife. 

No more shall cut liis master. 

Kin^ Henry's Character of Percy, and of his Son 
Prince Henry 

Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and mak'st me sin 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Sliould be the father of so bless'd a son, — 

A son, who is the theme of honour's tongue; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant; 

Who is sweet fortune's minion and lietw^de : 

Whilst 1 , by looking on the praise of him, 

Se(‘ riot and dislionour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. 

Prince Henry's Soliloquy 

I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyoked humour of your idleness; 

Yet here in will I imitate the sun. 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world. 

That, when he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wondered at. 

By breaking through* the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours that did seem to strangle him. 
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If all the year were playing holidays. 

To sport would be as tedious as to work : 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d-for come. 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promised. 

By how much better than my word I am. 

By so much shall I falsify men's hopes^; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen* ground. 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault. 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
TK^n that which hath no foil to set it off. 

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill; 

Redeeming time when men think least I will. 

Hotspur’s Description of a Finical Fop 

But I remember when the fight was done. 

When I w%s dry with rage and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin, new rea]>'d, 
Show'd like a stubble lattd at harvest home; 

He was perfumed like a milliner; 

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box,* which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took't away again; — 

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there. 
Took it in snuff ; — md still he smil’d, and talk’d; 
And,, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannedy 
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

^ Expectations. * Unfruitful. > A box of perfumeo. 
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With many holiday and lady terms 
He questioned me; among the rest demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf. 

I, then, all smarting with my wounds being cold, 
To be so pester'd wifli a popinjay,^ 

Out of my grief* and my impatience, 

Answer'd, neglectingly, I know not what; 

He should, or he should not; for he made me mad 
To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds (God save the mark I), 
And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth ^ - 
Was parmaceti for an inward bruise; 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

That villainous saltpetre should be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth, 

Which many a good tall* fellow had destroy'd 
So cowardly; and but for these vile 
He would himself have been a soldier. 

Danger 

I'll read you matter deep and dangerous; 

As full of peril and adventurous spirit. 

As to o'erwalk a current, roaring loud. 

On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Honour 

By Heaven, methinks it were an easy leap 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 

Where fathom line could never touch the ground, 

* A parrot. * ^’'exation. • Brave. 
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And pluck up drowned honour by the locks; 

So he that doth redeem her thence miglit wear. 
Without corrival,^ all her dignities : 

But out upon this half-faced fellowship I* 

Act II 

Lady Percy's Pathetic Speech to her Husband 

Oh, my good lord, why are you thus alone? 

For wliat offence have I this fortnight been 
A banish'd woman from my Harry's bed ? 

Tftll me, sweet lord, what is't that takes from tfiee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth; 

And start so often when thou sitt'st alone ? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy clieeks; 
And given my treasures and my rights of thee. 

To thick-^ed musing and cursed melancholy ? 

In thy fainF slumbers, I by thee have watched, 

And lieard thee murmur tales of iron wars : 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed; 

Cry, * Courage ! — to the field ! ' And thou hast talk'd 
Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents. 

Of palisadoes, frontier parapets; 

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin. 

Of prisoners' ransom, and of soldiers slain,- 
And all the currents^ of a heady fight. 

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war, 

And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep, 

That beads^ of sw^eat have stood upon thy brow. 
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream; 

^ A rival. * ■ Friendship 

■ Occurrences ^ Drops. 
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And in thy face strange motions have appeared, 
Such as we see when men restrain tlieir breath 
On some great sudden haste. Oli, what portents are 
these ? 

Some heav3^ business hath my lord in liand. 

And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Act III 

Prodigies Ridiculed 

I cannot blame him : at ray nativity 
Tlie front of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 

Of burning cressets’: and at my birtli, 

'I'he frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shaked like a coward. 

Hot. Why, so it would have done 

At tlie same season, if your mother's cat 
Had but kitten'd, though yourself had ne^bcen born. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth 

Is with a kind of cholic pinch'd and vex'd 

By the imprisoning of unruly wind 

Within her womb which, for enlargement striving, 

Shakes tlie old beldame earth, and topples^ down 

Steeples and moss-grown towers. 

On Miserable Rhymers 

Marry, and I'm glad of it with all my lieart : 

I liad rather be a kitten and cry mew, 

* I.ighls set cross-ways upon beacons, and also upon poles, 
winch were used in processions, etc. 

* Tumbles. 
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Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers; 
I'd rather hear a brazen canstlck^ turn’d, 

Or a dry wheel grate on an axle-tree; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry : — 

'Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag. 


Punctuality in Bargains 

I'll give thrice so much land 
To any well-deserving friend; 

Evt in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 


• A Husband Sung to Sleep by his Wife 

She bids you on the wanton rushes lay you down. 
And rest your gentle head upon her lap. 

And she will sing the song that pleaseth you; 

And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness : 
Making such difference 'twixt wake and sleep, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night, 

The hour before the hv^avenly-harness'd team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

King Henry's Pathetic Address to his Son 

Had I so lavish o^ my presence been, 

So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men. 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company — 

Opinion that did help me to the crown, 

^ Candlestick. 
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Had still kept loyal to possession 
^ And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likeliliood. 

‘ By being seldom seen, I could not stir, 

But like a comet, I was wonder'd at : 

That men would tell their children, 'Tliis is lie'; 
Others would say, 'Where ? — ^whicli is Bolinghroke ?' 
And tlien I stole all courtesy from heaven. 

-And dress’d myself in such humility 
That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts. 

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 

Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

Thus did 1 keep my person fresh and new; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne'er seen, but wonder’d at : and so mv stale, 

. Seldom, but sumptuous, show'd like a feast, 

And won by rareness such solemnit\^ 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin^ w^ts, 

Soon kindled, and soon bum'd : carded his state; 
Mingled tiis royalty with capering fools; 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns, 

And gave his countenance, against his name. 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain conparative® : 

Grew a companion to the common streets. 

Enfeoff’d* himself to popularity : 

That being daily swallow’d by men's eyes. 

They surfeited with honey, and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little, is by much too much. 

' True to him that ha(f then posse.ssion of the crown. 

* J-trush-wood. * Rival. * Possesst'd. 
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So, when lie had occasion to be seen, 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded, — seen, but with such eyes. 
As, sick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty, 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drows'd and hung their eyelids. 

Slept in his face and render'd such aspect 
As cloud3^ men use to their adversaries : 

Being with his presence glutted, gorged, and hill. 


Vrince Henry's Modest Dejence 6f Himself 

God forgive them that have so much sway'd 
Your Majesty's good thoughts away from me 1 
I will redeem all this on Percy's head, 

And, in the closing of some glorious day, 

Be bold to tSll you tliat I am your son; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood, 

And stain my favours in a bloody mask. 

Which, wash'd away, shall scour my shame with it. 
And that shall be tlie day, whene'er it lights. 

That this same child honour and renowji, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised kniglil. 

And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet. 

For every honour sitting on his helm. 

Would they were multitudes, and on my Jiead 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 
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And I will call him .to so strict account. 

That he shall render every glory up. 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, I promise here : 

The which if he be pleased I shall perform, 

I do beseech your Majesty may salve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance: 

Jf not, the end of life cancels all bands^ : 

And I will die a liundred tliousand deaths, 

Ere break the smallest parcel’^ of this vow. 

Act IV 

A Gallant Warrior 

I saw young Harry, — ^with his beaver on, 

His cuisses® on his thiglis, gallantly arm'd, — 

Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury, 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds. 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And witch* the world with noble horsemanship. 

» Hotspur's Impatience for the Battle 

Let them come. 

'They come like sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war. 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit. 

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 

^ Bonds. * * Part 

• Armour. * Bewitch, charm. 
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To hear this rich reprisal is so. nigh, 

And yet not ours. — Come, let me take my horse. 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales ; 

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 

Meet, and ne’er part, till one drop down a corse.— 
Oh that Glendower were come I 

Act V 

Prince Henryks Modest Challenge 
^ Tell 3'our nephew, 

Tlie Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy : by my hopes. 

This present enterprise set off his head, 

I do not think a braver gentleman, 

More active-valiant or more valiant-young. 

More daring „or more bold, is now alivti, 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

I h^ve a truant been to chivalry; 

And so I hear he doth account me too : 

Yet this before my father’s majesty, — 

I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation, 

And will, to save the blood on eitlier side 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

/■ 

Falstaff^s Catechism 

Well, ’tis no matter ; honour pricks me on. Yea, 
but how if honour prick me" off when I come on? 
then ? Can honour set to a leg ? No. Or an 
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arm ? No. Or take away the grief of a wound ? No. 
^ Honour hath no skill in surgery then ? No. What 
is honour ? A word. What is in that word ? Honour. 
What is that honour ? Air. A trim reckoning ! — 
Who hath it ? He that died o' Wednesday. Doth 
he feel it ? No. Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insen- 
sible then? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live 
with the living ? No. Why ? Detraction will not 
.suffer it : — therefore I'll none of it ; honour is a mere 
scutcheon,^ and so ends my catechism. 

Lije demands Action 

O gentlemen, the time of life is short ! 

To spend that shortness basely, were too long, 

If life did ride upon a dial's point, 

'Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

Prince Henry* s Pathetic Speech on the Death 
oj Hotspur 

Brave Percy, fare thee well ! 
lU-weav'd ambition, how much art thou shrunk !' 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound; 

But now, two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough : — tliis earth that bears thee dead 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 

If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

I sliould not make so dear a show of zeal : — 

But let my favours- hide thy mangled face; 

And, e\’en in thy behalf. I'll thank myself 

1 Painted heraldry in funerals. 

• Scarf with which he covers Percy’s face. 
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For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven 
Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember’d in thy epitaph 1 


KING HENRY IV.— Part II 
Induction 

• II 

Rumour 

I, FROM the orient to the drooping west. 

Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth : 

Upon my tongue’s continual slanders ride. 

The which in every language I pronounce. 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 

I speak of peace, while covert enmity, 

Under the smile of safety, wounds the world: 
And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful must^, and prepar’d defence; 
Whilst the big year, swoln with some other grief, 
Is thought with child by the stem t 3 rrant war. 
And no such matter ? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises jealousies, conjectures; 

And of so easy, and so plain a stop 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads. 

The still-discordant wavering multitude. 

Can play upon it. 
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Act I 
Contention 

Contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose, 

And bears down all before him. 

• Post Messenger 

After him came spurring hard, 

A gentleman almost forespent^ with speed. 

That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied iiorse? 
He ask'd the way to Chester, and of him 
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury. 

He told me that rebellion had bad luck. 

And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold. 
With that, he gave his able horse the head. 

And, bending forward, struck his armetl heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head; and starting so. 

He seem'd in running to devour the way. 

Staying no longer question. 

Messenger with III News 

This man’s brow, like to a title-leaf. 

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume : 

So looks the strand, whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness’d usurpation.® — 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. • 

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless, 

* Exhausted. * An attestation of its ravage. 
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So dull, so dead in look, so woebegone, 

Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night. 

And would have told him half liis Troy was buni'd. 
I see a strange confession in thine eye ; 

Thou shak’st thy head, and hold'st it fear or sin 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so ; 

The tongue offends not that reports his deatli; 

And he doth sin that doth belie the dead; 

Not he which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringcr of imwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue 
^Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Remember'd knolling a departing friend. 

Greater Griefs destroy the Less 

As the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints. 

Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms; even so my limbs, 
>\"eaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with grief. 
Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou nice 
crutch; 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 

Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly quoif ! 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 

Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The ragged'st hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland ! 

Let heaven kiss earth ! Now let not nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confined! let order die I 

‘ Trifling. * Cap. 
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And let this world i;o longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 

‘ But let one spirit of the first-bom Cain 
Reign in aU bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 

And darkness be the burier of the dead ! 

F distaff a nd his Page 

; Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me : the 
brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is not 
able to invent an 3 ^hing that tends to laughter, more 
than I invent or is invented on me : I am not 03il> * 
witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in other 
men. If the prince put thee into my service for any 
other reason than to set me off, why then I have no 
judgment. Thou art fitter to be worn in my cap than 
to wait at my heels. I was never manned with an 
agate till now : but I will set you neither in gold nor 
silver, but in vile apparel, and send you back again 
to your master, for a jewel, — ^the juvenal, the prince 
your master, whose chin is not yet fledged. 

The Fickleness of the Vulgar 

An habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond many^ 1 with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat Heaven with blessing Bolingbroke 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him oe 1 
And being now trimm'd* in thine own desires, 

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 

That thou provok'st thyself to cast him up. 

1 Multitude. * Dressed. 


S. 


F 
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Act III 

Apostrophe to Sleep 

O deep, O gentle sleep, 

Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, ' 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 

AVid hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber- 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great. 

Under the canopies of costly state. 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody ? 

O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly couch 
A watch-casp or a common 'larum bell ? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge, 

And in the visitatfon of the winds. 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deafening clamours in the slippeiy^ clouds. 
That, with the hurly,^ death itself awakes ? 

Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy, in an hour so rude; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to boot. 

Deny it to a king ? 


' Noise. 
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Act IV 

The Characier of King Henry V. by his Father. 

He is gracious, if he be observed;^ 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day for melting charity ; 

Yet, notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint; 

*As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 

His temper, therefore, must be well observ'd : 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

Wlien you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth; 
But, being moody, give him line and scope, 

Till that his passions, like^a whale on ground. 
Confound themselves with working. 

On Fortune 

Will fortune never come with both hands full. 
But write her fair words still in foulest letters ? 
She either gives a stomach, and no food, — ^ 

Such are the poor, in health; or else a feast. 

And takes away the stomach, — such are the rich. 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

Reflections on a Crown 

0 polish'd perturbation ! golden care I 
That keep'st the ports* of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! — sleep with it now ! 
Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet, 

As lie. whose brow, with homely biggin* bound, 

* Has attention shown him. * Gates. • Cap. 
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Snores out the watch of night. • O Majesty ! 

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 

That scalds with safety. 

Reflections on Gold 

How quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her object I 
For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thought, their brains 
with care, 

• Their bones with industry; 

For this they have engr(»s'd and piled up 
The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold; 

For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Tlieir sons with arts and martial exercises : 

When, like the bee, tolling^ from every flower 
The virtuous sweets, 

Our thighs ^i^ith wax, our mouths with honey pack'd, 
We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees. 

Are murder'd for our pains. 

Scc)ic between Prime Henry and his Father 

Come hither to me, Harry : — 

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

P. Hen, I never thought to hear you speak again. 
K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
thought : 

I stay too long by tnee, I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair. 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth ! 

* * Taking toll. 
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Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling: with so weak a wind 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that, wliich,^ after some few hours, 
Were thine without offence; and, at my death. 
Thou hast seal'd up my expectation 
Thy life did manifest thou lov'dst me not. 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

ThoU hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts, . 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart. 

To stab at half an hour of my life. • 

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then, get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself; 

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear. 

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse 
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head : 

Only compound me with forgotten dusf*; 

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees; 

For now a time is come to mock at form 
Harry the Fifth is crown'd; — ^up, vanity ! 

Down, royal state ! all you sage counsellors, lienee ! 
And to the English court assemble now. 

From every region, apes of idleness ! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum : 
Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance. 
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more; 

England shall double gild his treble guilt, — 

* Coniirmed my opinion. 



i66 THE BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE 

England shall give him office, honour, might : 

For the fifth Harry from curb’d licence plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 

Oh, my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 

When that my care could not withhold thy riots. 
What wilt thou do, when riot is thy care ? 

Oh, thou wilt be a wilderness again. 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants I 
P. Hen. Oh, pardon me, my liege ! but for my tears, 

[Kneeling. 

' Tlte moist impediments unto my speech, 

I had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke 
Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown. 

And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more. 

Than as your honour and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, — 

Which my most inward and true duteous spirit 
Teacheth, — ^this prostrate and exterior bending 1 
Cod witness with me, when I here came in. 

And found no course of breath within your Majesty, 
How cold it struck m> heart I If I do feign. 

Oh let me in my present wildness die; 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed 1 
Coming to look <m you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were), 

1 spake unto the crown, as having sense. 

And thus upbraided it : The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father; 

Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of gold, ‘ 
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Other, less fine in carat, ^ is more precious, 
Preserving life in medicine potable® : 

But thou, most fine, most honour'd, most renown'd, 
Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege, 
Accusing it, I put it on my head; 

To try with it, — ^as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder'd my father, — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

,But if it did infect my blood with joy. 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did with the least affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it, 

Let God for ever keep it from my liead ! 

And make me as the poorest vassal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

K. Hen. 0 my son ! 

Heaven put it in thy mind to take it hence, 

That thou miglitst win the more thy father's lo\^e. 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it ! 

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed; 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 

That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my son. 

By what by-paths, and indirect crook'd ways, 

I met this crown; and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head : 

To tliee it shall descend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation; 

For all the soil® of the acliievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem'd in me 
But as an honour snatch'd with boisterous hand : 
And I had many living to upbraid 

^ Weight • To be taken. • ^ot, dirt 
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My gain of it by their assistances; 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodslied. 
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fears. 
Thou seest, with peril I have answered * 

For all my reign has been but as a scene 
Acting that argument; and now my death 
Changes the mode^ : for what in me was purchased,® 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort; 

So thou the garland wear’st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand'st more sure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green, 
•And all thy friends, which thou must make tliy friends^ 
Have but their stings and teeth newly ta'en out; 

By whose fell working I was first advanced, 

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear, 

To be again displaced: which to avoid, 

I cut them off; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land; 

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them look 
Too near into my state. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy course to busy giddy minds 

Wita foreign quarrel; that action, lienee borne cn:t, 

May waste the memory of the former days. 

More would I, but m3 lungs are wasted so, 

That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 

How I came by the crown, O God, forgive ! 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live ! 

P. Hen! My gracious liege. 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain and right must my possession be : 

Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
'Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

^Fright. * State of things, 

f ^l^hase, in Shakeq>eare, frequently means stolen goods. 
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Act V 

Address of the Chief Justice to King Henry V. whom 
he had imprisoned 

If the deed were ill. 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland,^ 

To have a son set your decrees at naught; 

To pluck down justice from 3rour awful bench; 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person; 
Nay, more, to spurn at your most royal image, 

:Vnd mock your workings in a second body.* 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours; 
Be now the father^ and propose a son; 

Hear your own dignity so much profaned. 

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain'd; 

And then imagine me taking your part„ 

And in your power soft silencing your son. 

i 

KING HENRY V 

Chorus v' 

- \ 

Invocaiim of the Muse / 

Ok for a muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention I 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act, 

^ Crown. 

•Treat with contempt * your acts executed by a repre- 
sentative. 
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And monarchs to behold the s\^elling scene ! 

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars; and, at his heels, 

Leash'd in like hounds, should famme« sword, and fire^ 
Crouch for employment. 

Act 

^Consideration 

Consideration like an angel came, 

And whipp'd the offending Adam out of him; 
Leaving his body as a paradise. 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

Perfections of King Henry V 

Hear him but reason in divinity. 

And, all admiring, with an inward wish 

You would desire the king were made a prelate : 

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs. 

You would say, it hath been all-in-all his study : 

his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render'd you in music ; 

Turn him to any cause of policy. 

The Gordian knot of H he will unloose, 

Familiar as his garter : — ^that, when he speaks, 

^The air, a charter'd libertine, is still. 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears. 

To steal his sweet and honey'd sentences. 

The Commonwealth of Bees 

So work the honey bees; 

Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach 
* Listen to. 
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The act of order to»a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king and officers of sorts^ : 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home : 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings. 

Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds; 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent royal of their emperor : 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
Tiie singing masons building roofs of gold; 

The civil^ citizens kneading up the honey; 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate; 

The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o'er to executors^ pale 
The lazy yawning drone. 

Act II 

CHOKUS 
Warlike Spirit 

Now all the youth of England are on fire, 

And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 

Now thrive the armourers, and lionour's thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man : 

They sell the pasture now, to buy the horse; 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 

With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

For now sits Expectation in the air; 

And hides a sword, from hilts unto the point. 

With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets. 
Promised to Harry and his followers. 

* Different degrees. * Sober, grave. • Executioners 
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Afosirophe to England 

O England ! — ^model to thy inward greatness. 

Like little body with a mighty heart, — 

What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Were all thy children kind and natural I 
But see thy fault I France hath in thee found out 
A nest of hollow bosoms, which he^ fills 
With treacherous crowns. 

False Appearances 

" @h, how hast thou with jealousy infected 
Tlie sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ? 

Wliy, so didst thou ; seem they grave and learned } 
Why, so didst thou : come they of noble family ’ 
Why, so didst thou ; seem they religious ? 

Why, so didst thou : or are they spare in diet ; 
Free from gr^ passion, or of mirth or anger; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood ; 
Garnish'd and deck’d in modest complement;* 

}^ot working with the eye without the ear, 

.\nd, but in purged judgment, trusting neither ? 
Such, and so finely bolted,* didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot. 

To mark the full-fraught man, and best indued, ‘ 
With some suspicion. 

Dame Quickly’s Account of Faktaff’s Death 

*A made a finer end, and went away, an it had been 
any ehrisom child;® 'a parted even just between 

^ i,$. the King of France. . ' Accomplishment. 

• Sifted. ‘ Endowed. 

* A child not more than a month old. 
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twelve and one, even at turning o* the tide: for after 
I saw him fumble with the sheets, and play witl) 
flowers, and smile upon liis fingers' ends, I knew there 
was but one way; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, 
and 'a babbled of green fields. How now. Sir John ? 
quoth I : what, man ! be o' good cheer. So 'a cried 
out — God, God, God ! three or four times. Now I, 
to comfort him, bid him 'a should not think of God; 
I hoped there was no need to trouble himself with 
any such thoughts yet. So 'a bade me lay more 
clothes on his feet : I put my hand into the bed, and 
felt them, and they were as cold as any stone. • • 

King Henry's Character by the Constahlc 
of France 

You are too much mistaken in this king : 

Question your grace the late ambassadors, — 

With what great state he heard their embassy. 

How well supplied with noble counsell(frs, 

How modest in exception/ and, withal. 

How terrible in constant resolution, — , 

And you shall find his vanities forespent^ • 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 

Covering discretion with a coat of folly; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring, and be most delicate. 

Act III 

CHORUS 

'Description of a Fleet setting Sail 
Suppose, that you have seen. 

The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 

^ In makinq objections. * Wasted, exhausted. 
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Embark his royalty; and his br^ve fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning, 
Play with your fancies; and in them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing : 

Hear the shrill whistle, which doth order give 
To sounds confused : behold the threaden sails. 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge. 

Act IV 

CHORUS 

Description of Night in a Camp 

From camp to camp, through the foul womb < 
night, 

The hum of either army stilly^ sounds. 

That the fix'i sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other's watch . 

Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the others umber'd^ face : 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neiglis 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents. 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights. 

With busy hammers closing rivets up. 

Give dreadful note of preparation : 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll. 

And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul. 

The confident and over-lusty® French 

* Gently, lowly. 

* IMscoloured by the gleaxns of the fire. * Ovor-saucy, 
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Do the low-rated Epglish play at dice; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night. 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger : and their gesture sad, 
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many homd ghosts. Oh, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin'd band. 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent^ 
Let him cry Praise and glory on his head ! 

For forth he goes, and visits all his host: 

Bids them good-morrow with a modest smile. 

And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen. 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 

How dread an army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of coloiir 
Unto the weary and all-watched night ; 

But freshly looks, and overbears attaint 
With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before. 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks: 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one. 

Thawing cold fear. 

Enter Bates, Court, and Williams 
Court, Brother John Bates, is not that the morning 
which breaks yonder ? 

Bates, I think it be : but we have no great cause 
to desire the approach of day. 
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WM. We see yonder the b^hming of the day, bat. 
I think, we shall never see the end of it. Who goes 
there ? 

K. Hen. A hiend. 

WiU. Under what captain serve yon ? 

K. Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

WiU. A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our estate ? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that 
look to be washed off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thoughts to the king. 

¥.. Hen. No; nor is it not meet he should. For 
though I speak it to you. I think the king is but a man, 
as I am : the violet smells to him as it doth to me; 
the element shows to him as it doth to me; all his 
senses have but human conditions^ : his cwemonks 
laid bare, in his nakedness he appears but a man; 
and though his affections are higher mounted than 
ours, yet, wh^ they stoop, they stoop with the like 
wing. Therefore, when he sees reason of fears, as we 
do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish as 
ours are : yet in reason, no man should possess him 
with any appearance of fw, lest he, by showing it, 
should ^hearten his umy. 

Bates. He may show what outward courage he will : 
but, I believei as cold a night as 'tis, he could wish 
himself in the Thames up to the neck; — and so I would 
he were, and I by him,- at all adventures, so we were 
quit here. 

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience 
of the king: I think he would not wish himself any* 
Whe^ but whme he is. 

* ■ ^Onalities. 
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Bates. Then 1 would he were here alone; so should 
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men’s 
lives saved. 

K. Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish 
him here alone, howsoever you speak this, to feel 
other men's minds: methinlte I could not die any- 
where so contented as in the king’s company; — ^tus 
cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. 

WiU. That's more than we know. 

Boies. Ay, or more than we should seek after; for 
we know miough, if we know we are the king's subjects; 
if his cause be wrong, our obedience to the king uripei 
the crime of it out of us. 

WiU. But if the cause be not good, the king himself 
hatli a heavy reckoning to make when all those legs 
and arms and heads, chopped off in a battle, shall 
join together at the latter day,^ and cry all. We died 
at such a place; some swearing; some crying for a 
surgeon ; some upon their wives left poor behind 
them ; some upon the debts they owe ; some upon 
their children rawly^ left. I am afeard there are fbw 
die weU, that die in a battle; for how can they charitably 
dispose of anything, when blood is their argument 
Now if these men do not die well, it will be a black 
matter for the king that led them to it; whom to 
disobey were against all proportion of subjection. 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent about 
merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the 
imputation of his wickedness, by your rule, should be 
imposed upon his father that sent Um : or if a servant 
dndev his master's command, transporting a sum of 
money, be assailed by robbers, and die in many 

* The lut day, the day of judgment. * Snddenbr. 
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irreccmciled iniquities, you may pall the business ol 
the master the author of the servant's damnation. — 
But this is not so : the king is not bound to answer 
the particular endings of his soldiers, the father ol 
his son, nor the master of his servant; for they purpose 
not their deatli, when they purpose their services. 
Besides, there is no king, be his cause never so spotless, 
if it come to the arbitrament of swords, can try it 
out with all unspotted soldiers. Some, peradventure, 
have on them the guilt of premeditated and contrived 
murder : some of beguiling virgins witli the broken 
iseajs of perjury : some, making the wars their bul- 
wark, that have before gored the gentle bosom of 
peace with pillage and robbery. Now, if these men 
have defeated the law, and outrun native punishment,^ 
though they can outstrip men, they have no >$!ings 
to fly from God ; war is His beadle, war is His ven- 
geance; so that here men are punished, for before- 
breach of the 'king’s laws, in now the king’s quarrel : 
where they feared the death, they have borne life 
away; and where they would be safe, they perish ; 
theri if they die unprovided, no more is the king guilty 
of their damnation, than he was before guilty of those 
impieties for the which they are now visited Every 
subject’s duty is the king’s; but every subject’s soul 
is his own. Therefore should every soldier in the wars 
do as every sick man in his bed, wash every mote 
out of his conscience : and dying so, death is to him 
advantage; or not dying, the time was blessedly lost 
wherein such preparation was gained : and, in him 
that escapes, it were not sin to think that, making God 
so free an offer, and let him -outlive that day to see 
* iA Panishmeat in iheir native country. 
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his greatness, and tp teach others how they should 
prepare. 

I WiU. 'Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill 
is upon his own head, the king is not to answer for it 

The Mismes of Royalty 

O hard condition, twin-bom with greatness. 
Subjected to the breath of every fool, 

Whose sense no more can feel but his own wringing 1 
What infinite heart's ease must king's neglect. 

That private men enjoy ? 

And what have kings, that privates have not too^ 
Save ceremony, — save general ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

What kind of god art thou, that sufl'rest more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshippers ? 

What are thy rents ? what are thy comings-in ? 

O ceremony, show me but thy worth; 

What is thy soul of adoration • 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form^ 
Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd * 
Than they in fearing. 

What drink'st thou oft, instead of homage sweet. 

But poison'd flattery ? O be sick, great greatness. 

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure I 
Think'st thou the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canst thou, when thou command's! the beggar's knee. 
Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream. 
That play'st so subtly* with a king's repose : 

* *What is the real worth and intrinsic value of adoration I* 
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I am a king, that find thee; ais} I know 
'Tis not the bahn, the sceptre, and the ball. 

The sword, the mace, the crown-imperial. 

The inter-tissued robe of gold and pearl. 

The farced^ title running 'fore the king. 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shores of this world. 
No, not all these, thrice gorgeous ceremony. 

Not all these, laid in bed majestical. 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave; 

Who, vdth a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 

' Gevts him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread : 
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set. 

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Eljrsium; next day, after dawn. 

Doth rise, and help H 3 ^perion‘ to his horse. 

And follows M the ever-running year 
With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch, 

Windmg up days with toil, and nights with sleep. 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

Description of U*e Miserable State of the 
English Army 

Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favour'dly become the morning field : 

Their ragged curtaii*s* poorly are let loose, 

And our air shakes them passing scornfully : 

]kig Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd host, 

^ Faieed is stuffed* The tumid •puffy titles with winch 
^^iag^s haaae is introduced. 

' " ' ^ » The sun. 


■ Colours. 
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Aiid f^tly through.a rusty beaver peeps : 

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks. 

With torch-staves in their hand; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips. 
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale-dull mouths the gimmal^ bit 
Lies foul with chew'd grass, still and motionless; 
And their executors, the knavish crows. 

Fly o’er them all, impatient for their hour. 

King Ueni'y’s Speech hejore the Battle of 
Agincourt 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall live this day, and see old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends, 

-Vnd say. To-morrow is Saint Crispian : , 

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars. 
And say. These wounds I had on Crispin’s day. 

Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot. 

But he’ll remember, with advantages. 

What feats he did that day; then shall our names. 
Familiar in their mouths as household words, — 
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d. 

Description of the Duke of York’s Death 

He smil’d me in the face, raught* me his hand. 
And, with a feeble gripe, sa}rs. Dear my lord, 

* Reached. 


» Ring. 
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Commend my service to my sovereign. 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss'd his lips; 

And so, espous’d to death, with blood he seal’d 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forced 
Those waters from me which I would have stopp'd 
But I had not so much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into mine eyes. 

And gave me up to tears. 


'act V 

The Miseries oj War 

Her vine the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruiied dies : her hedges even pleach’d, 

Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair, 

Put forth disorder'd twigs : her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory, 

£)oth root upon; wliile that the coulter^ rusts. 
That should deracinate* such savagery; 

TJie evcu mead, that erst brought sweetly torth 
The freckled cowslip, hurnet, and green clover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by idleness : and nothing teems. 

But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs, 
Losing both beautj and utility; 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness. 

/ * Ploughshare. 

* To deracinate is to force up the roots. 
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KING HENRY VI.— Part I 
Act I 
Glory 

Glory is like a circle in llie water, 

Which never ceaseth to cJiiaiT^e itself, 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to riauglit. 

Act V 

Marriage 

Marriage is a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship.^ 

For what is wedlock forced, but a liell, 

An age of discord and continual strifa ? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 


KING HENRY VI.— Part II 
Act I 

A Resolved and Ambitious Woman 

Fcnxow I must; I cannot go before 

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove theseT tedious stumbling-blocks, 

1 By the discretional agency of another 
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And smooth my way upon their^headless necks : 
And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in fortune's pageant. 

Act II 

God^s Goodness ever to be remetnberei 

Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass. 

But still remember what the Lord hath done. 

TIk Duchess of Gloster’s Remonstrance to her 
Husband when doing Penan^ 

^ / 

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife. 

And thou a prince, protector of this land, 

Methinks I should not thus be led along. 

Mail'd up in shame, ^ with papers on my bark. 

And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet* groans. 

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet; 

And, when I start, the envious people laugli, 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

* 

Act III 

SUent Resentment Deepest 

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; 
And in his simple show he harbours treason. 

A Guilty Conscience 

Upon the eye-balls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

‘ Wrapped np in di^tace; alinding to the sheet of penance 
* Deep-fetched. 
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Descriptioft oj a Murdered Person 

See how the blood is settled in his face ! 

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, ^ 

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 

Being all descended to the labouring heart; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death. 
Attracts the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er retumetli^**- 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But see, his^ace is black and full of blood; 
liis eye-balls further out than when he liv'd. 

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man : 
llis hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretch'd with struggling; 
His hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd 
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdued. 
Look, on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking; 

His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged 
Like to the summer’s corn by tempest •lodged. 

It cannot be, but he was murder'd here; 

Tiie least of all these signs were probable. 

A Good Conscience 

What stronger breast-plate than a heart untainted ! 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel just; 

And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel. 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

Remorseless Hatred 

A plague upon them ! wherefore should I curse tlien^ ? 
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 

body become inanimate in the common course of nai'.ne, 
^vluch violence has not brought to a timeless end. 
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I would invent as bitter-searchii?^ terms, 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth. 

With full as many signs of deadly hate. 

As lean-faced Envy in her loathsome cave : 

My tongue shall stumble in mine earnest words; 
Mine eyes shall sparkle like the beaten hint; 

My hair be fixed on end, as one distract; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 

And even now my burden’d heart would break. 
Should I not curse them. Poison be tlj^ir drink ! 
Gajl, worse than gall, the daintiest that the}^ taste 
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees ! 
Their chiefest prospects, murdering basilisks ! 

Their softest touch, as smart as lizard’s stings; 
Their music, frightful as the serpent's hiss; 

And boding screech-owls make the concert full I 
All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell 

Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from. 

Well could I curse away a winter's night. 

Though standing naked on a mountain top, 

Where biting cold would never let grass grow. 

And think it but a n :nute spent in sport. 


Parting Lovers 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me; even now be gone. — 

Oh, go not yet I — even thus two friends. condemn’d 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now, farewell I and farewell life with thee ! 



SECOND PART OF I^NG HENRY VI 187 

Suf. Thus is poor* Suffolk ten times banished, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by tliee. 
'Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 

A wilderness is populous enough. 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly coihpany : 

For where thou art, there is the world itself. 

With every several pleasure in the world; 

And where thou art not, desolation. 


Dying wilh the Person Beloved preferable to 
Parting 

If I depart from thee, I cannot live : 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else, 

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air. 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying with mother’s dug between its Ups. 


The Death-bed Horrors of a Guilty Conscicncf ' 

Bring me unto my trial when you will. 

Died he not in his bed ? where should he die ? 

Can I make men Uve, whe’r they wiU or no ? 

Oh ! torture me no more, I will confess. — 

Alive again ? then show me where he is; 

I'll give a thousand pounds to look upon him. — 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath bUnded them. — 
Comb down his hair; look I look I it stands upright, 
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul ! 

Give me some drink :* and bid the apothecar>' 

Bring the strong poison that I bougb,t of him. 
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Aci IV 
Night 

The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful^ day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea; 

And now loud howhng wolves arouse the ]ades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night. 

Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings 
Clip dead men’s graves, and from their misty ]d\is 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 


Kent 


Kent, m the commentaries Caesar wnt, 

Is term'd the civil'st place of adl this isle : 
Sweet is the country, because full of nches; 
The people hberal, vahamt, active, wealthy. 


. Lord Say’s Apology for HtmselJ 

Justice with favour have I always done; 

Prayers and tcaus have moved me, gifts could ne\er. 
When have I aught exaicted at your hands. 

But to maintain the king, the realm, and you ? 
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerte. 
Because my book preferr'd me to the kmg. 

And seemg ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spints. 

You cannot but forbear to murder me. 


* Pitiful. 
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KING HENRY VI.— Part III 
Act I 

The Transports of a Crown 
• Do but think, 

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 

Within whose circuit is El 3 rsiuin, 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

A Hungry Lion 

So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That tremWes under his devouring paws; 

.Vnd so he walks, insulting o'er his prey, 

And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. 

The Duke of York on the Gallant Behaviour 
of his Sons 

My sons, — God knows what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know, — ^they have demean'd themselves 
Like men bom to renown by life or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me; 

And thrice cried, 'Courage, father! fight it out !' 
And full as oft came Edward to my side, 

With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter'd him : 

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried, ' Charge 1 and give no foot of ground I* 
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And cried, ‘A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 

A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre I ’ 

With this, we are charged again . but, out, alas I 
We bodg'd^ again; as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide, 

And spend her strength with over matching waves. 


A Father* s Passion on the Murder of a Favourite 
Child 

O tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 

' HdW couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child. 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 

And yet be seen to wear a woman's face ? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 

Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 
That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not h£(,ve touch'd, would not have stain'd with 
blood : 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,— 

Oh„ ten times more, — ^than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears : 

This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet boy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this : 

And if thou tell'st the heavy story right. 

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears; 

Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears. 

And say, Alas, it was a piteous deed ! 

^ t.0. we boggled, made bad or bungling work of our attempt 
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’ Act II 

The Duke oj Ych/k in Battle 

Methoaght he bore him^ in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat^; 

Or as a bear, encompass'd round with dogs, — 

Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry. 

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

r 

Morning 

See how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun !* 

How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

Triram'd like a younker prancing to his love I 

Tho Mornings Dawn 

This battle fares like to the morning's war. 

When dying clouds contend with growing light. 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nail^^ 

Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

The Blessings oj a Shepherd's Life 

O God ! methinks it were a happy life 
To be no better than a homely swain; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run, — 

How many make the hour full complete; 

How many hours bring about the day, 

^ Demeaned himself. * Neat, cattle, cows, oxen, etc. 

* Aurora takes for a time her farewell of the sun, when she 
iismisses him to his diurnal course. 
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How many days will finish up year. 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

WTien this is known, then to diviae the times : 

So many hours must I tend my flock; 

So many hours most I take my rest; 

So many hours must I contemplate; 

So many hours must I sport m5rself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean; 

So many years ere 1 shall shear the fleece : ' 

So minutes, hours, da 5 re, weeks, months, and years, 
• Pars'd over to the end they were created. 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this I how sweet ! how lovely ! 
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep. 

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
To kings that fear their subjects' treachery 1 
Oh, yes, it doth; a thousand fold it doth. 

And to cmiclude, — ^the shepherd's homely curds. 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

Hisf wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade. 

All which secure and sweetly he enjo 3 rs. 

Is far beyond a prince's dslicates. 

His vian^ sparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed. 

When care, mistrust, and treason, wait on him. 

/CT III 

No SiabUiiy in a Mob 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

,And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obepng with my wind when 1 do blow,' 
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And 3dddlng to another when it blows, 

Comm^ded iQvrays .by the. greateir gmi^; 

Such~is the lightness of you conunon men. 

A Simile on Ambitious Thoughts 

. Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty; 

Like one that stands upon a promontory. 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread. 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye: 

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence. 
Saying he’ll lade it dry to have his way. 

Gloster’s Deformity 

Why, love foreswore me in my mother's womb : 
And, for I should not deal m her soft laws. 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe. 

To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d, shrub; 

To make an envious mountain on my back. 

Where sits deformity to mock my body; 

To shape my legs of an imequal size : 

To disproportion me in every part. 

Like to a chaos, or rmlick'd bear-whelp. 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be beloved ? 

Gloster’s Dissimilation ' 

Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile; 

And cry content to that which grieves my heart; 
thid wet my cheeks with artifidai* tears. 

And frame my face td all occasitms. 
rU drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 

S. G 
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I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk; 
m play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more slyly than Ul 5 rss>ej. could. 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

I can add colours to the cameleon; 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages; 

And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school. 

Can 1 do this and cannot get a crown ? 

Act IV 

Henry VI. on hts own Lenity 

I have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted ofi their suits with slow delays. 

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 

My mildness hath aUay’d their swelling gnefs. 

My mercy dried their water-flowing tears : 

I have not been desirous of their wealth. 

Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies. 

Nor forward of revwige, though they much eir’d. 

Act V 

Dying Speech tf the Earl of Warwick 

Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend or foe. 

And teU me who is victor, York or Warwick ? 

Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows. 

My blood, my want o^ strength, my sick heart shows. 
That I must yield my body to the earth. 

And by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge. 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle. 
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. Under whose shade the ramping lion slept. 

Whose top branch over-peer'd Jove's spreading tree, 
And kept low shrubs from Winter's powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's black veil 
Have been as piercing as the midday sun, 

To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood, 
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres : 

For who liv’d king, but I could dig his grave ? 

And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow ? 
Lo, now my glory's smear'd in dust and blood 1 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had. 

Even now forsake me; and of all my lands, 

Is nothing left me but my body's length! 

Queen Margaret* s Speech before the Battle of 
Tewksbury 

Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what, I should say, 
My tears gainsay^; for every word I speak, 

You see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

Therefore, no more but this : — Henry, your sovereign. 
Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd. 

His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 

His statutes cancell'd, and his treasure spent; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

You fight in justice ; then, in God's name, lords. 

Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

/ 

Omens on the Birth of Richard III 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign; 

The night-crow cried, a boding luckless time; 

* Unsay, deny. 
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Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down trees. 
The raven rook’d^ her on the chimney's top, 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother fdt more than a mother's pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope; 
To wit, — an indigest deformed lump. 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast bom. 
To signify thou cain’st to bite the world. 


KING RICHARD III 
Act I 

The Duke of Gloster on his own Deformity 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 
Our braised arms hung up for monuments; 

Our stem alarums, changed to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.* 
Grim-visaged war has- smooth'd his wrinkled front; 
And now, instead of mounting barbed* steeds. 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries. 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber. 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-giass; 

1, Jhat am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 

1, that mi curtail'd of this, fair proportion, 

‘To rook signified to squat down or lodge on anything. 

* Dances. • Armed. 
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Cheats of feature ly dissmbling nature, 
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
Into, this breathing world, SQ^e half made up. 
And that w laniely and unfashionable 
• That dp^ bark at me as I ^It by them ; — 

Why I, In this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time. 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity; 

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain , th^ fait, well spoken days, — 

I am determined to proye.a villain. 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Glosler's Love for Lady Anne 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears. 
Shamed their aspects with store of childish drops : 
Th^ eyes which never shed remorseful* tear. 

No, when my father York and Edward wept. 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black-faced Clifford shook his sword at him ? 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. 

Told the sad story of my father’s death. 

And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep. 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks. 

Like trees bedash’d with rain; in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 

And what the% sorrows could not thence exhale 
They beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never sued to friend nor enemy; 

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing words; 

. * Pitiful. 
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But now thy beauty is propose^ my fee. 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak.* , 


Ghste/s Praises of his own Person after his 
successful Address 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,* 

I do mistake my person all this while; 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 
Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I'll, be at charges for a looking-glass : 

And entertain a score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with m}rself, 

1 will maintain it with some little cost. 


Queen 'Margaret's Execrations on Gloster 

The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul ! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou livest. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends ! 

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine. 

Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 

Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 

Thou that was seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 

Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb ! 

Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins t 
Thou rag of honour I thou detested—— 

small French coin. 
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•High Birth 

I was born so high. 

Our aerie* buildeth in the cedar's top. 

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Gloster’s Hypocrisy 

But then I sigh; and, with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 

And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With old odd ends stolen forth of Holy Writ; 

And seem a saint when most I play the devil. 

Clarence's Dream 

What was your dream, my lord ? I pray you tell me. 
Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ; 

And, in my company, my brother Glijster; 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the hatches: thence we look'd toward England, 

And cited up a thousand heavy times. 

During the wars of York and Lancaster, 

That had befallen us. As we paced along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 

Methought that Gloster.„stumbled; and, in falling 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard. 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

0 Lord ! methought what pain it was to drown 1 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears I 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes I 
Methought 1 saw a ^ousand fearful wrecks; 

* Nest. 
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A thousand men, that fishes gi^aw'd upon : 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones^ unvalued je\vels, 

All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea* 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls; and in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems, 

That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter'd by, 
Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of death 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Methought I had; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air. 

But smother'd it within my panting bulk,^ 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak. Awak'd you not with this sore agony? 
Clar. Oh, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life; 
Oh, then began the tempest to ray soul I 
pass'd, methou^t, the melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferryman which poets write of. 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that did there greet my stranger soul 
Was my great father-in-law, renov/ned Warwick; 
Who cried aloud, 'What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence ? ' 

And so he vanish'd. Then came wandering by 
A shadow like an argel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he shriek'd out aloud, 

* Clarence is come, — ^false, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence,-— 
That stabb'd me in the field hy Tewksbury; — 

* Body. 
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Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments I' 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that witli the very noise, 

I trembling waked, and, for a season after, 

Could not believe but that I was in hell; 

Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you ! 

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. 0 Brakenbury, I have done these things,— 
Tiiat now give evidence against my soul, — 

For Edward's sake; and see, how he requites n^e I 
0 God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease Thee, 
But Thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds, 

Yet execute Thy wrath on me alone; 

Oh, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children 1 

Sorrow 

Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing*hours, 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night, 

The Cares of Greatness 

Princes have but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toil : 

And, for unfelt imaginations. 

They often feel a world of restless cares : 

So that, between their titles and low name. 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

A Murderer* s Account of Conscience 

I'll not meddle with it : it is a dangerous thing : it 
makes a man a coward: a man cannot steal, but it 
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accuseth him; a man cannot swear, but it checks him; 
a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife, but it 
detects him. ’Tis a blushing shame-faced spirit that 
mutinies in a man's bosom; it fills one full of obstacles : 
it made me once restore a purse of gold that by chance 
I foimd; it beggars any man that keeps it; it is turned 
out of aU towns and cities for a dangerous thing; and 
every man, that means to live well, endeavours to 
trust to himself, and live without it. 

Act II 

•* 

Deceit 

Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle shapes. 
And with a virtuous visard hide deep vice ! 

Submission to Heaven our Duly 

In common rworldly things, 'tis call’d ungrateful. 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven. 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

The Duchess of York's Lamentations for the 
Misfortunes of her Family 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days 1 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ! 

My husband lost his life to get the crown; 

And often up and down my sons were tost. 

For me to joy and weep their gain and loss : 

And being seated, and domestic broils 

overblown, themselves, the conquerors. 
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Make war upon themselves; brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, self against self : — Oh, preposterous 
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen; 

Or let me die, to look on death no more 1 

Act III 

The VanUy of Trust in Man 

O momentary grace of mortal man. 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God 1 
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks. 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Contemplation 

When holy and devote religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. * 

Act* IV 

Description of the Murder of the two young 
Princes in the Tower 

The t 3 rrannous and bloody act is done; 

The most arch deed of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless^ butchery, 

Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs. 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion. 

Wept like two childrerf, in their death's sad story. 
Merciless. 
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‘Oh thus/ quoth Dighton, ‘lay the gentle babes * 

‘Thus, thus,' quoth Forrest, ‘girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms : 

Their lips were four red roses on a staUc, 

Which, in their summer beauty, kiss'd each other, 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay; 

Which once,' quoth Forrest, ‘ almost changed my mind; 

But, oh, the devil ' there the \illain stopp'd; 

When Dighton thus told on, — ^'We smother'd 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 

That, from the prime creation, e'er she framed. ' 

Hence both are gone, with conscience and remorse, 
They could not speak; and so I left them both, 

To bear these tidings to the bloody king. 

Expedition 

Come, — I have learn'd that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay; 

Delay leads impotent and^ snail-paced beggary : 

Then fiery expedition be my wing; 

Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king I 

Queen Margarets Exprobration 

I call'd thee then, vain flourish of my fortune; 

I call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 

The presentation of but what I was. 

The flattering index^ of a direful pageant; 

One heaved a-high, tu be hurl'd down below; 

A mother only mock'd with two fair babes; 

A dream of what thou wast; a garish* flag, 

^ Indexes were anciently placed at the beginning of books. 

■ Flaring. 
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To be the aim of ev^ry dangerous shot; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 

A queen in jest, only to fill .the scene. 

Wliere is tliy husband now ? where be thy brothers. 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says God save the queen ? 
Wliere be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me; 

For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wei t. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Character of King Richard by his Mother 

Tetcliy^ and wayward was thy infancy; 

Thy schooldays frightful, desperate, wild, and furious; 
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous : 
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 

Act V 

Hope 

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings; 
Kings it makes gods, dnd meaner creatures kings. 

* Touchy, fretful. 
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A Fine Evening 

The weary son hath Qiade a golden set. 

And by the bright track of his iieiy' car. 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 


Day-break 

The silent hours steal on. 

And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 


Richmond's Prayer 

O Thou whose captain I account myself. 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath. 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping .helmets of our adversaries 1 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement. 

That we may praise thee in thy victory f 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul. 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes; 
Sleeping, and waking, oh, defend me still I 


Richard Starting out of his Dream 

Give me another horse, — bind up my wounds, 
Have mercy, Jesu I — Soft 1 I did but dream. — 
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me I 
The lights bum blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
W^t do I fear ? mysdf ? 
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, CqmBimaL 

Conscience is but a word that cowards nse. 
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe. 

Richard's Address before the Batile 
A thousand hearts are great within my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair St George, 

Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons 1 
Upon them I Victory sits on our helms. 

Richard’s Behaviour after an ^ ^ 

A horse I a horse 1 my kingdom for a '^oi%e I 
Caie. Withdraw, my lord. I’ll help you to a horse. 
K, Ric. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast. 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 

I think there be six Richmonds in the field; 

Five have I slain to-day instead of liim : 

A horse 1 a horse I my kingdom for a*horse I 

KING HENRY VIII 

Act I 
Anger 

To climb steep hills. 

Requires slow pace at first : anger is like 
A full hot horse, who being allowed his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. 

Action to be Carried on with Resolution 
If I am 

Traduced by ignorant tongues which neither know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
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The chronicles of my doing, — le\ me say, 

Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake ^ 

That virtue must go thr.ough. We must not stint* 

Our necessary actions in the fear 

To cope® malicious censurers; which ever 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 

That is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 

Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 

By sick interpreters, once* weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d^; what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
• For, our best act. If we shall stand still, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at. 

We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 


Nmf Customs 

New customs, 

Though they^be never so ridiculous, 

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are followed. 


Act II 

The Duke of Buckingham's Prayer for the King. 
May he live 

Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 

Ever beloved, and loving, may his rule be, 

And, when old time shall lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 

Thicket of thorns. * Retard. •Encounter. 

• Sometime. • Approved. 
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Dependants not to be^too much Trusted by Great Men. 

This from a dying man receive as certain : — 
Where you are liberal of your loves and counsels, 
Be sure you be not loose ; for tliose you make friendsi 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The least mb in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink ye. 

A Good Wife 

A loss of her, 

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost lier lustre : 

Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls. 

Will bless the king. 

The Blessings of a Low Station 

*Tis better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in content, 

Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief. 

And wear a golden sorrow. 

Queen Katharine's Speech to her Husband 
Alas, sir. 

In what have I offended you ? what cause 
Hatli my behaviour given to your displeasure. 

That thus you should proceed to put me off. 

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife. 
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At all times to your \vill confoirniable : 

Even in fear to kindle your dislike. 

Yea, subject to your countenance, — glad or sony. 
As I saw it indined. When was the hour 
I ever contradicted your desire. 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? What friend of mine 
That had to him derived your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharged ? Sir, call to mind 
Tlr?t I have been your wife, in this obedience. 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you : if, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty. 

Against your sacred person, in God’s name. 

Turn me away; and let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. 

Queen Katharine’s Speech to Cardinal Wolsey 

You are meek and h-unble-mouth'd; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming,* 
With meekness and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm’d with, arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You .have, by fortune and his highness' favours. 
Gone ^htly o’er low steps, and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words, 
Ddnestics to you, serve your will, as’t please 
Y^jfliself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
‘Appearance. 
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* 

You tender more yojir person's honour than 
Your high profession spiritual. 

Ktwg* s Henry’s Character of Queen KcUharine 

That man i’ the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in naught be trusted. 

For speaking false in that. Thou art, alone 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 

Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government, — 
Obe3ring in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out),' 
The queen of earthly queens. 

Act III 

Queen Katharine on her own Me>-it 

Have I liv’d thus long, — ^let me speak myself. 
Since virtue finds no friends,) — a wife^ a true one ? 
A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory) 

Never yet branded with suspicion ? 

Have I with all my full affections ^ * 

Still met the king ? lov'd him next Heaven ? obey'd 
him ? 

Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ?* 

Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ? 'Tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 

One that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleasure. 
And to that woman, when she has done most. 

Yet will I add an honour, — a great patience. 

* Speak out thy merits. 

* Served him with superstitious attention. 
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Queen Katharine compated to a Lily 
Like the lily, 

That once was mistress of the field and flourish'd. 
I'll hang my head and perish. 

Obedience to Princes 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits. 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

Outward Effects of Horror 

Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip and starts; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then lays his finger on his temple; straight 
Springs out into fast gait'; then stops again, 

Strikes his breast hard; and anon he casts 

His eye againot the moon : in most strange postures 

We have seen him set liimsclf. 

Firm Allegiance 
Though perils did 

Abound as thick as thought could make them, and 
Appear in forms most horrid, yet my duty, 

As doth a rock against a chiding flood. 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 

And stand unshaken yours. 

External Effects of Anger 

What sudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it ? 
He parted frowning from me,* as if ruin 
» Steps. 
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Leap'd from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him; 
Then makes him nothing. • 

Falling Greatness 

Nay then, farewell ! 

I have touch’d the highest point of all my greatness I 
And, from that full meridian of iny glory, 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 

The Vicissitudes of Life 

So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness. 

This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 

And bears his blushing honours thick upon him; 

The third day comes a frost, a killing frost; 

And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening, — ^nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do. I liave ventured, 

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 

This many summers in a sea of glory; 

But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate 3^e; 

I feel my heart new open'd : oh, how wretched 
Is that poor man tliat hangs on princes' favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 
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That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 

More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

Cardinal Wolsey's Speech to Cromwell 

Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries; but thou hast forced me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 

Let's dry our eyes; and thus far hear me, Cromwell; 
And, — ^when I am forgotten, as I shall be, 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, — saj^ I taught thee. 
Say, Wolsey, — ^that once trod the ways of glory, 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, — 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it. 
Mark but m^ fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge tliee, fling away ambition; 

By that sin fell the angels; how can man then. 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee. 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy country's. 
Thy God's, and truth's; then, if thou fall'st, O 
Cromwell, 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; 

And, — ^pr'3rthee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have. 

To the last penny; 'tis the king's : my robe. 
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And my integrity to ^Heaven, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Ci’omwell, 
Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal 
I s^v'd my king, he would not in mine age 
.Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Act IV 
Applause 

Such a noise arose 

As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest. 

As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up, and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. 

Approaching Death 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth. 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair; — 

So, — ^now, methinks, I ferl a little ease. 

Cardinal Wolsey’s Death 

At last, with easy roads,^ he came to Leicester, 
Lodg'd in the abbey; where the reverend abbot. 
With all his convent, honourably received him; 

To whom he gave these words, — ^*0 father abbot. 

An old man, broken with the storms of state. 

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye; 

Give him a little earth lor charity I ’ 

So went to bed; where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still; and, three nights after this, 

1 By short stages 
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f 

About the hour of eighty wliich he himself 
Foretold should be his last, fulf of repentance. 
Continual meditation, tears, and sorrows. 

He gave his honours to the world again. 

His blessed part to Heaven, and slept in peace. 

Wohcv's Vices and Virtues 

So may he rest; his faults lie gentle oA him ! 
Yet thus far, Gnffith, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity, — ^He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach,^ ever ranking 
Himself with princes; one that by suggestion 
Tied all the kingdom; simony was fair play; 

His own opinion was his law : i' the presence® 

He would say untruths; and be ever double, 

Both in his words and meaning; he was never. 
But where he meant to rmn, pitiful : 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty; 

But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 

Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
^rhe clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble madam. 

Men's evil manners live in brass; tlieir virtues 

We write in water. 

• • • • • • 

This cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to® much honour from his cradle. 

He was a scholar, and a ripe good one; 

Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading; 

Lofty and sour to them that lov'd him not; 

* OI the king. 


^Pnde 


• Formed for. 
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those men tl^t sought him, sweet as summer : 
though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
lich was a sin, yet in bestowing, madam, 
was most princely. Ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning that he raised in you, 
Ipswich and Oxford I one^ of which fell with him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 

The other though unfinished, yet so famous, 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue, 
fiis overthrow heap’d happiness upon him; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself, , 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 

Act V 

Malicious Men 
Men that make 

Envy and crooked malice nourishment. 

Dare bite the best. 


A Churchman 

Love and meekness, lord. 

Become a churchman better than ambition: 
Win straying souls with modesty again. 

Cast none away. 


Inhumanity 

'Tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man! 

^ Ipswich. 
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I 

Archbishop Cranmer'c Prophecy 
Let me speak, sir, ^ 

For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth. 
This royal infant (Heaven still move about her 1) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
Which time shall bring to ripeness : she shall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodness), 

A pattern to all princes living with her. 

And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue 
Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 

With all the virtues that attend the good. 

Shall still be doubled on her : truth bl)all nurse her. 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her; 

She shall be lov'd and fear'd : her own shall bless her; 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn. 

And hang their heads with sorrow : good grows witli 
her; 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety. 

Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours : 

God shall be truly known; and tliose about her. 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
Nor shall this peac'i sleep with her; but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix. 

Her ashes new create another heir. 

As great in admiration as herself. 

So shall leave her blessedness to one. 
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(When Heaven shal^ call, her from this cloud of 
darkness) 

^^Wlio, from the sacred ashes of her honour, 

Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 
^And so stand fix'd : peace, plenty, love, truth, teiTor, 
That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine. 

His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : he shall fiourisli. 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him; — Our children's children 
Shall see this, and bless Heaven. 



PART III— TRAGEDIES 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 
Act I 

Love ike Nobleness of Life 

Afd. Let Rome in Tiber melt 1 and the wide arch 
Of the rang’d empire fall ! Here is my space ; 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus; when such a mutual pair, 

[Embracing. 

And such a ^ain can do’t, in which, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet,^ 

We stand up peerless. 

" Cleo. \iTiy did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?— 
I’ll seem the fool I am not; Antony 
Will be himself. 

Ant. But stirr’d by Cleopatra— 

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours. 

Antony’s Vices and Virtues 

I must not think, there are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodness : 

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More fiery by night’s blackness; hereditary, 

* Know. 
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Rather than purchased*; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooses. 

Cc^$, You are too indulgent; let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; 

• To give a kingdom for a mirth; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave; 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat : say, this becomes 
him 

(As his composure must be rare indeed. 

Whom these things cannot blemish), yet must Antony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness.® If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones. 

Call on him® for't : but, to confound^ such time, 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
As his o\vn state, and ours, — ^'tis to be chid 
As we rate boys; who, being mature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure, 

And so rebel to judgment. 

Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassails.® When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow; whom thou fought'st against. 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
((Than savages could suffer : thou didst drink 
The stale® of horses, and the gilded puddle^ 

^ Procured by his own fault. * I.evity. 

•Visit him. ^ •Consume. 

• Feasting. • Urine. 

^Stagnant, slimy water. 
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Which beasts would cough ati thy palate then did 
deign 

The roughest berry on 'the rudest hedge; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed’st; on the Alps * 
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh. 

Which some did die to look on : and all this 
(It wounds thine honour that I sp^ak it now) 

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 


Cleopatra's Solicitude on the Absence oj Antony 
0 Charmian, 

Where think’st thou he is now ? Stands he or sits he ? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony, 

Do bravely, horse ! for wott'st thou whom thou mov'st ? 

The demi-Atias of this earth, the arm 

And burgonet^ of men. — ^He’s speaking now. 

Or, murmuring. Where’s my serpent of old Nile ? 

For so he calls me. Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — think on me. 

That arm with Phoebus' amorous pinches black. 

And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Caesar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would stand and make his eyes grow in my brow; . 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With looking on his life. 

helmet. 
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* Act II 

The Vanity of Human Wishes 

^ We, ignorant of ourselves. 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good; so find we profit. 

By losing of our prayers. 

Description of Cleopatra sailing down the Cydnus. 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne, 
Bum’d on tlie water : the poop was beaten goldf 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
The winds were love-sick with them; the oars were 
silver; 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water which they beat to follow faster. 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person, 

It beggar’d all description; she did lie • 

In her pavilion (cloth of gold, of tissue). 

O'er picturing that Venus, where we see. 

The fancy out-work nature : on each side her, 

^Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 

With diverse colour'd fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool. 

And what they undid, did.^ 

Agr. Oh, rare for Antony; 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
feo many mermaids, tended her i' the eyes. 

And made their bends adomings; at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers : the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches df those flower-soft hands, 

^ Added to the warmth they were intended to diminish. 
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That yarely frame^ the ofiEice. iFrom the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 

Enthroned in the market-place, did sit alone. 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy. 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too. 

And make a gap in nature. 

Cleopatra* s Infinite Power in Pleasing 

I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street; 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted 
That she did make defect, perfection, 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

The Unsettled Humours of Lovers 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some music; music, moody* food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Atten, The music, ho 1 

Enter Mardian 

Cleo, Let it alone : let us to billiards : 

Come Charmian. 

Char, My arm is sore, best play with Mardian, 
Cleo, As well a woman with an eunuch play'd 
As with a woman : — come, you'll play with me, sir r 
Mar, As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when goodwill is show'd though it come 
too short. 

The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now : 

^ Readily perform. * Melancholy. 
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Give me mine angle^— we'll to the river : there 
My music pla 3 dng far off, I will betray 
^ Tawny-finn'd fishes : my bending hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws; and as I draw them up, 

^I'll thinlc them every one an Antony, 

And say, Ah, ha 1 you're caught. 

Char. 'Twas merry, when 

, You wager'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time ! — O times 1 — 

I laugh'd him out of patience; and that night » 

I laugh'd him into patience : and next morn. 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed; 

Then put my tires^ and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. 

Act III 

Ambition Jealous of a too Successful Frmid 

O Silius, Silius, ^ • 

I have done enough : a lower place, note well, 

■ May make too great an act : for learn this, Silius : 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
Too high a fame, when him we serve's away. 

Whai Octavia's Entrance should have been 

Why have you stolen upon us thus ? you come not 
Like Caesar's sister : the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to .tell of her approach, 

1 Head-dress. 


S 


H 
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Long ere she did appear; the t^ees by the way. 
Should have borne men; and expectation fainted. 
Longing for what it had not : nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 

Rais'd by your populace troops : but you are come , 
A market-maid to Rome; and have prevented 
The ostentation of our love, which left unshown 
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 
By sea and land; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Women 

Women are not, 

In their best fortunes, strong; but want will perjure 
The ne'er touch'd vestal. 

Fortune forms our Judgments 
I see, men's judgments are 
A parcel^ of their fortunes; and things outward 
Do draw the 'inward quality after them. 

Loyalty 

Mine honesty and I begin to square.* 

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord. 

Does conquer him that did his master conquer. 

And earns a place i' the story. 

Wisdom superior to Fortune 
Wisdom and fortune combating together. 

If that the former dare but what it can. 

No chance may shake it. 

^Are of a piece with them. 


• Quarrel. 
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Vicious Persons infatuated hy Heaven 

But when we in our viciouspess grow hard, 

(O misery on’t) the wise gods seeP our eyes; 

In our own filth drop our clear judgments; make us 
" Adore our errors; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 


Fury expels Fear 

Now he’ll out-stare the lightning. To be furious. 
Is to be frighted out of fear; and in that mood, 
The dove will peck the estridge;* and I see still* 

A diminution in our captain’s brain 

Restores his heart. When valour preys on reason. 

It eats the sword it fights with. 


Act IV 

A Master taking Leave of his Servants 
Tend me to-night; 

Maybe it is the period of your duty : 

Haply, you shall not see me more; or if, 

A mangled shadow : perchance* to-morrow 
You’ll serve another master. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 

And the gods yield* you for’t 1 

^ Close up. * * Ostrich. 

• l^erhaps. * Reward. 
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Early Rising the Way io Eminence 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 

Antony to Cleopatra, at his return with Victory 

O thou day o' the world. 

Chain mine arm'd neck; leap thou, attire and all. 
Through proof of harness^ to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Loathed Life 

O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 

The poisonous damp of night disponge* upon me; 
That life, a very rebel to my wiU, 

May hang no longer on me. 

Antony's Despondency 

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 

•Fortune and Antony part here; even here 
Do, we shake hands. — ^AU come to this; — the hearts 
That spaniell'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Caesar; and this pine is bark'd. 

That overtopp'd them all. 

Departing Greatness 

The soul and bodv rive® not more in parting. 
Than greatness going oft. 

^ Annour of proof. 

* Discharged, as a sponge when squeezed discharges the 
moisture it had imbibed. ’ SpUt. 
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Antony* s Refle$tions on his Faded Glory 

Sometimes we see a cloud that’s dragonish; 

A vapour, sometime, like a l^ear or lion« 

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 

"A forked mountain or Hue promontory 
With trees upon't, that nod unto the world, 

And mock our eyes with air; thou hast seen these 
signs; 

They are black vesper's pageants, 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought. 
The rack^ dislimns : and makes it indistinct. 

As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, ^ Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body : here I am Antony; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 

I made these wars for Egypt; and thejqueen, — 
Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto't 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has , 
Pack'd cards with Caesar, and false play'd my glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph. — 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. 

Description oj CleopatrcCs Supposed Death 

• Death of one person can be paid but once; 

And that she has discharged : what thou wouldst do. 
Is done unto thy hand; the last she spake 
Was Antony I most noble Antony 1 
^The fleeting clouds. 


* Servant. 
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Then in the midst a tearing gr9an did break 
The name of Antony; it was divided 
Between her heart and, lips : she render'd life. 

Thy name so buried in her. 

Cleopatra’s Rejlections on the Death of Antony 
It were for me 

To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods; 

To tell them that this world did equal theirs. 

Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but naught; 
Patience is sottish; and impatience does 
Become a dog that's mad; then is it sin. 

To rush into the secret house of death. 

Ere death dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 
What, what ? good cheer ! Why, how now, Charmian? 
My noble girls ! — ^Ah, women, women ! look. 

Our lamp is spent, it’s out; — good sirs, take heart ; — 
We'll bury him; and then, what's brave, what's noble. 
Let's do it after the high Roman fashion. 

And make death proud to take us. Come, away; 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Act V 
Death 

My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : 'tis paltry to be Caesar; 

Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave,* 

A minister of her will ; and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 

WTiich shackles accidents, and bolts up chance; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung. 

The beggar’s nurse and Caesar's. 

* Servant. 
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Cleopatra's Dream, and Description of Antony 

Cleo. I dream'd there was an emperor Antony; — 
Oh, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man. 

' Dol, If it might please you, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens, and therein 
stuck 

A sun and moon; which kept their course, and liglited 
The little 0 , the earth. 

Dol. Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. His legs bcstrid the ocean : his rear’d aim 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied * 

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends; 

But when he meant to quail ^ and shake the orb, 

He was as rattling thunder. . For his bounty, 

There was no winter in't; and autumn 'twas. 

That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
Were dolphin-like; they show’d his igick above 
The elements they lived in : in his livery 
Walk'd crowns and crownets; realms and islands were 
As plates® dropp'd from his pocket. 

Firm Resolution 

What poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed 1 He brings me liberty. 

My resolution's placed, I have nothing 
Of woman in me ; now from head to foot 
.1 am marble-constant : now the fleeting® moon 
l 4 o planet is of mine. 


* Cni^. 

* Inconstant. 


» Silver-money. 
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I 

Cleopatra's Speech on Applying the Asp 
Give me my robe, put on my crown; I have 
Immortal longings in me : now no more 
The juice of Egypt's grape shall mois+ this lip : 
Yare, yare,^ good Iras; quick. — Methinks I hear 
Antony call; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act : I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after-wrath : Husband, I come : 
Now to that name my courage prove my title I 
I am fire and air; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — ^have you done ? 

Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian; — Iras, long fareweU. 

Have I the aspic in my Ups ? dost fall ? 

If thou and nature can so gently part. 

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 

Which hurts and is desired. Dost thou lie still ? 

If thus thou ‘vanishest, thou tell'st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

, Char, Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain : that I may say, 
The gods themselves do weep ! 

Cleo, This proves me base; 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

He'll make demand ot her; and spend that kiss. 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thoumortal wretch, 
\To the asp which she applies to her breast. 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of Ufe at once unti?* : poor venomous fool, 

Be angry, and despatch. Oh, couldst thou speak I 
That I might hear thee call great Csesar ass 
Unpolicied !* 

^ Make haste. * Unpolitic, to leave me to myself. 
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Char. O eastern star 1 
Cleo. * Peace, peace I 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 

Jhat sucKs the niii^ aileqp ? 

Char. Oh, break, oh, break I 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle, — 
0 Antony I— Nay, I will take thee too : — 

[Applying another asp to her arm. 

What, should I stay [Falls on a bed and dies. 

Char. In this wide world ? — So, fare thee well. — 
Now boast thee, death j in^ thy^ lies 

A ias^ 

CORIOLANUS 
Act I 
A Mob 

What would 5»'ou have, you curs, 

That like nor peace nor war ? the one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts you. 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares; 
Where foxes, geese; you are no surer, no. 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is 
To make him worthy whose offence subdues him. 

And curse that justice did it. Who deserves greatness 
Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. Jle that depends 
Upon your favours swims with $ns of lead. 


H 2 
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And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye ! Trust ye? 
With every minute you do change a mind; 

And call him noble, that ,was now your hate, 

Him vile, that was your garland. 

An Imaginary Description of Coriolanns warring 

Methinks I hear hither your husband's drum; 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 

As children from a bear, the Volsces shunning him : 
Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — 
‘Come on, you cowards, you were got in fear. 
Though you were born in Rome.' His bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes; 
Like to a harvest-man that's taskd to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vir, His bloody brow ! Oh, Jupiter ! no blood 1 
VoL Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man 
Than gilt his trophy. The breasts of Hecuba, 

When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector’s forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At. Grecian swords contending. 


Doing our Duty Merits not Praise 

Pray now, no more : my mother. 

Who has a charter^ to extol her blood. 

When she does praise me, grieves me. I have done 
As you have done, that’s what I can; induced 
As you have been, that's for my country : 

He that has but effected his goodwill 
Hath overta'en mine act. 

* Privilege. 
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Aufidius^ Haired to Coriolanus 

Nor sleep, nor sanctuary,. 

Being naked, sick; nor fame, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, ^ even there 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart 

Act II 
Popularity 

All tongues speak of him, and the bleared sights 
Are spectacled to see him : your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture^ lets her hdby cry, • 

While she chats him : the kitchen malkin® pins 
Her richest locram* 'bout her reechy*^ neck. 
Clambering the walls to eye him : stalls, blilks, 
windows. 

Are smother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges horsed 
With variable complexions; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him : seld® shown flamens^ 

Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station : our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded® cheeks, to the wanton spoil 

^ My brother posted to protect him. * Fit * Maid 

A Best linen. ^Soiled with sweat and smoke. * Seldom. 

* Priests. ^ Common standing-place. * Adorned. 



236 THE BEAUTIES, OF SHAKESPEARE 

Of Phoebus's burning kisses : such a pother. 

As if that whatsoever god, who leads him. 

Were slyly crept into his human powers, 

And gave him graceful posture. 

Cominiits's Praise of Coriolanus in the Senate 

I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter’d feebly. — It is held 
That valour is the duefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver if it be. 

The man I speak oi cannot in the world 
Be ^ngly counterpois'd. At sixteen years, 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator. 
Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight. 
When with his Amazonian chin* he drove 
The bristled* lips before him : he bestrid 
An o’er-press’d Roman, and i’th consul's view 
Slew three opposers : Tarquin's self he met, 

And struck him on his knee : in that day’s f^ts. 
When he might act the woman in the scene,* 

He proved best man i' the field, and for his meed* 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man enter'd thus, he w'xed like a sea; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since. 

He lurch’d* all swords o’ the garland. For this last. 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 

I cannot speak him home : he stopp'd the fliers; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport; as waves before 

* Possessor • Without a beard. • Bearded. 

*Sinooth-&iced enough to act a woman's part. 

• Reward. * Won. 
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A vessel under sail^ so men obey'd 
And fell below his stem: his sword (death's stamp) 
Where it did mark, it tool^ from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion^ 

Was timed* with d}dng cries : alone he alter’d 
The mortal gate o’ the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny; mdless came ofi, 

And with a sudden reinforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet : now all’s his : 

When by-and-by the din of war ’gan pierce 
His ready sense : tlien straight his doubled spirit 
Requicken’d what in flesh was fatigate,* 

And to the battle came he : where he did 
Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual spoil : and, till we call’d 
Botli field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Act III 

The Mischief of Anarchy 
My soul aches. 

To know, when two authorities are up. 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Character of Coriolanus 

His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for liis trident, 

Oi* Jove for lus power to thunder. His heart's hi» 
mouth; 

■Stroke. 


• Followed. 


•Wearied. 
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What his breast forges, that his^, tongue must vent; 
And being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. 

Honour and Policy 

I have heard you say. 

Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends, 
r the war do grow together : grant that, and tell me. 
In peace what each of them by th' other lose, 

That they combine not there. 

The Method to gain Popular Favour 

Go to them with this bonnet in thy hand; 

And thus far having stretch'd it (here be with them). 
Thy knee bussing the stones (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears), waving thy head, 
Wliich often, thus, correcting thy stout heart. 

Now humble, as the ripest mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling : or, say to them. 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils. 

Hast not the soft way, which thou dost confess. 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim. 

In asking their good lo/es; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 

Coriolanus's Abhorrence of Flattery 
Well, I must do't : 

Away, my disposition, and possess me 

Some harlot's spirit ! My throat of war be turn'd. 

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
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Small as an eunucj^, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep I The smiles of knaves 
Tent^ in my cheeks; and schoolboy’s tears take up 
The glasses of my sight I A beggar’s tongue 
Make motion through my lips; and my arm’d knees. 
Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bent like his 
That hath receiv’d an alms ! — I will not do’t; 

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth, 

And, by my body’s action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Volumnia’s Resolution on the Pride of Coriolqfius 

At thy choice then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour. 

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin : let 
Thy mother rather fed thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness; for I mock at death 
^With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list : 

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck^dst it from me; 
But owe* thy pride thyself. 

Coriolanus’s Dotation of the Vulgar 

You common cry* of curs 1 whose breath I hate 
As reek* o’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
Tliat do corrupt my air, I banish you; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 

Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders; till, at length, 

^ DwdL • Own. • Pack. * Vapour. 
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Your ignorance (which finds not .till it feels), 

Making not reservation of yourselves 
(Still your own foes), deliver you, as most 
Abated^ captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows I 

Act IV 

Precepts against Hi Fortune 
You were used 

To say extremity was the trier of spirits; 

That* common chances common men could bear; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show'^d mastership in floating : fortune's blows, 
When most stjuck home, being gentle wounded, 
craves 

A noble cunning : you were used to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that' conn'd them. 

On Common Friendship 

O world, thy slippery turns I Friends how fast 
sworn. 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
Wliose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise. 
Are still together, who twin, as 'twere, in love 
Unseparable. shall, within this hour, 

On a dissension of a doit,* break out 
To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 

I Subdued* * A small coim 
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Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends. 
And interjoin their issues.^ 

Martial Friendship 

Let me twine 

4 Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash a hundred times hath broke, 

And scared the moon with splinters ! Here I clip* 
The anvil of my sword; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

1 lov'd the maid I married; never man 
Sigh'd truer breath; but that I see thee here, 

Thou noble thing I more dances my rapt heart, 

Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
^ Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars I I tell thee 
We have a power on foot; and I had a purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn,* 

Or lose mine arm for't : thou hast beat me out* 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me; 

We have been down together in my sleep, 

' Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat. 

And waked half dead with nothing. 

Act V 

The Season of Solicitation 

He was not taken well; he had not dined : 

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morping, are unapt 

^ Embrace. * Arm. 


•Full. 
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To give or to forgive; but when we have stuff'd 
These and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding^ we 1: suppler souls 

Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore I'll watch him, 
Till he be dieted to my request. 

Obstinate Resolution 

My wife comes foremost; then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection 1 
All bond and privilege of nature, break 1 
Let' it be virtuous to be obstinate. — 

What is that curtsey worth ? — or those dove’s eyes, 
Whi^h can make gods forsworn ? — I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth tlian others. — ^My mother bows; 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod : and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great Naturd cries, 'Deny not.' — ^Let the Volsces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I'll never 
Be such a gosling^ to obey instinct; but stand, 
As'^if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Relenting Tenderness 

Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out. 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh. 

Forgive my tyranny; but do not say, 

For that, 'Forgive our Romans.' — Oh, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as ijiy revenge 1 
> A young goose 
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Now, by the jealous jqueen^ of heaven, that kiss 
I earned from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since. — you gods, I prate, 

And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, i' the earth; 

*Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

* 1 

Chastity 

The noble sister of Pubhcola, 

The moon of Rome; chaste as the icicle. 

That's curded by the frost from purest snow. 

And hangs on Dian's temple; dear Valeria 1 

Coriolanm’s Prayer for Jm Son 
The god of soldiers. 

With the consent of supreme Jove, infonn 
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou mayst prove 
To shame invulnerable, and stick i' the wars 
Like a great sea mark, standing every flaw,‘ 

And saving those that eye thee I 

Volumnta's Pathetic Speech to her 5o», Conolanus 1 
T hink with thyself. 

How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comfort^ 

Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and 
sorrow; 

* Jnna 


• Cast, stonn. 
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Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we. 

Thine enmity’s most capital : thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. 

We must find 

An evident calamity, though we had 

Our wish, which side should win : for either thou 

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 

With manacles thorough our streets, or else 

Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin; 

And b^ the palm for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For mysdf, son, 

I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 

These wars determine if I cannot persuade thee 

Rather to show a noble grace to both parts, 

TJian seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country, than to tread 
(Trust to’t, thou shalt not) on thy mother's womb. 
That brought thee to this world. 

Peace after a Siege 

Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown tide. 
As tlie recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you! 
Tlie trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 

Tabors and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 
Make the sun dance. 


> Conclude. 
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CYMBELINE 
Act I 

Parting of Imogen and Posthumus 

Imo. Nay, stay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love; 

This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart; 

But keep it till you woo another wife, 

When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How, how 1 another ? — 

You gentle gods, but give me this I have, 

And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! — Remain, remain thou here 

[Putting on the ring. 
While sense can keep it on ! And, sweetest, fairest. 
As I my poor self did exchange for you. 

To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles 
I still win of 3 '’ou : for my sake wear this; 

It is a manacle of love; I'll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[Putting a bracelet on her arm. 

Parting Lovers 

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pisa. 


Madam, so I did. 
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Imo. I would have broke 1x13^ eye-strings; crack'd 
them, but 

To look upon him; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle : 

Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air; and then 
Have turn'd mine eye and wept. — ^But, good Pisanio, 
When shall we hear from liim ? 

Pisa. Be assured, madam, 

With his next 'vantage.' 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him. 

How I would think on him, at certain hours. 

Such thoughts, and such; or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest and his honour; or have charg'd him. 
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight. 

To encounter me with orisons,^ for then 
I am in heaven for him; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father. 
And, like the tryannous breathing of the north. 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

The Baseness of Falsehood to a Wife 

Doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : for certainties 
Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing, 

The remedy then born, — discover to me 
What both you spur and stop.® 

^Opportunity. *Meet me with reciprocal prayer. 

* What you seem anxious to utter, and yet withhold. 
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loch. • Had I this cheek 

To bathe my Kps upon; this hand, whose touch, 
iWhose every touch, would foBce the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty; this object, which 
Takes pris'ner the wild motion of mine eye. 

Fixing it only here; should I (damn'd then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
!That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour); then bo-peeping in an eye, 

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That's fed with stinking tallow; it were fit. 

That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 


\ Act II 

Scene. A Bedchamber; in one part of it a Trunk. 

» 

Imogen reading in her bed; a Lady attending. 

Imo, Mine eyes are weak : — 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed : 

•Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 

And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock, 

I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seiz'd me wholly. 

[Exit Lady, 

To 3 ^our protection, I commend me, gods ! 

From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 

(Guard me, beseech ye 1 

[Sleeps. lachimo, from the Trunk. 
loch. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-labour'd 
sense 

Repairs itself by rest : our Tarquin thus 
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Did softly press the rushes,* ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded.— Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom'st thy bed 1 fresh lily ! 

And wliiter than the sheets I that I might touch I 
But kiss; One kiss ! — ^rubies unparagon'd, 

How dearly they do't. — ^"Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus; the flame o' the taper 
Bows towards her, and would underpeep her lids, i 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : white and azure, laced 
With blue, of heaven's own tinct.*— But my design ? 
TooUote the chamber : — I will write all down : — 
Such and such pictures; there the window : — such 
The adornment of her bed; the arras* figures. 

Why, such and such : — and the contents o' the storjf. — 
All, but some natural notes about her body, 

Above ten thousand meaner movables. 

Would testify to enrich mine inventory. 

O sleep, , tlioii ape of death, lie dull upon her I 
And be her sense but as a monument, 

Jhus in a chapel lying ! — come off, come off; — ‘ 

’ [Taking off her bracdet. 

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard 1 
'Tis mine : and this v’U witness outwardly. 

As strongly as the conscience does within. 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I' the bottom of a cowslip : here’s a voucher. 
Stronger than ever raw could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock, and ta’en 

^ It was anciently the custom to strew chambers with ni^es. 

* i,e. The white skin laced with’ blue veins. ^ ^ 

Tapestry. 
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The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what end ? 
Why should I write this down, that's riveted, 

Screw'd to my memory ? Sh^ hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down. 
Where Philomel gave up; I have enough : 

^To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night 1 — that dawning 
\ May bare the raven's eye : . I lodge in fear ; 

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[Goes into the Trunk. The scene closes. 

Gold 

'Tis gold 

Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, 5 deld up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer; and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the thief; 
Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : what 
Can it not do, and undo ? 

Imogen* s Rejection of a Troublesome Suitor 

» 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do : 

If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad; 

That cures us both, I am much sorry, sir, 

You put me to forget a lady's manners. 

By being so verbal : and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you; 

And am so near the lack of charity 

(To accuse mj^self), I bate you; which I had rather 

You felt, than make't my boast. 
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A Satire on Jfiomen 
Could I find out 

The woman’s part in me ! for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman's part. Be it lying, note it 
The woman's : flattering, hers; deceiving, hers; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 

AH faults that may be named, nay that hell knows, 
Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all : 

For even to vice 

Thfey are not constant, but are changing still 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half so old as that. I'll write against them, 
Detest them, curse them : — ^yet, 'tis greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them better. 

Act III 

. Impatience of a Wife to Meet her Husband 
« 

Oh, for a horse with wings ! — ^Hear'st tliou, Pisanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, w'hy may not 1 
Glide thither in a day ? — ^Tlxen, true Pisanio, 

(Wh© long’st, like me, to see thy lord; Who long’st, — 
Oh, let me 'bate, — I at not like me : — ^yet long'st — 
But in a fainter kind; — Oh, not like me; 

For mine's beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick* 
(Love’s counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 

^ Crowd one word on another, as fast as possible. 
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To the smothering of the sense), how far it is 
To this same blessecf Milford : and, by the way. 

Tell me how’ Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven. But, first of all, 

How we may steal from hence; and, for the gap 
That W'e shall make in time, from our hence-going. 
And our return, to excuse : — ^but first, how get hence : 
Why should excuse be bom or ere begot ? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak. 

How many score of miles may we well ride 
’Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pisa. One score, 'twixt sun and juri. 

Madam, 's enough for you; and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow' : I have heard of riding W'agers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i' the clock's behalf, — but this is foolery : — 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness; say 
She'll home to her father : and provide me, presently, 
A riding suit; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's^ housewife, 

Pisa, Madam, you're best consklor. 

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what ensues; but have a fog in them. 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee; 

Do as I bid thee : there's no more to say; 

Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeiinl. 

Scene. Wales. A mountainous Country, with a Cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus 
Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof's as low as^ours ! Stoop, boys : this gate 
* A freeholder. 
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Instnicts you how to adore the havens; and bows you 
To morning’s holy office : the gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet^ through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good-morrow to the sun. — ^Hail, thou fair heaven ! 
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly > 
As prouder livers do. 

Gtii, Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven I 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young; I'll tread these flats. Consider, 
Whf.n you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 

And you may then resolve what tales I have told you. 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 

This service is not service, so being done, 

But being so allow'd : to apprehend thus. 

Draws up a profit from all things we see : 

And often, to* our comfort, shall we find 
The Warded* beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. Oh, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe; 

Prouder, than rustling *n unpaid-for silk : 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine. 

Yet keeps his book uncross'd; no life to ours.® 

Gui. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor 
unfledg'd, 

Have never wing'd from view o* the nest, nor know 
not 

What air's from home. Haply, this life is best, 

» Strut, walk proudly. • Scaly-wing'd. 

• i.e. compared with ours . 
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If quiet life be best; sweeter to you. 

That have a sharper known; well corresponding 
With your stiff age; but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance; travelling abed; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. ^ 

Arv. What should we speak of 

Wlien we are old as you ? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how. 

In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing : 
We are beastly; subtle as the fox, for prey; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 

Our value is, to chase what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison bird, 

And sing our bondage freely. 

Bd, How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city's usuries. 

And felt them knowingly : the art o' ihe court, 

As hard to leave as keep; whose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slipperj7, that 

Tiie fear's as bad as falling : the toil of tlie war,’ 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I' the name of fame, and honour : which dies i’ the 
search; 

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph. 

As record of fair act; nay, many times. 

Doth ill deserve by doing well; what's worse, 

Must curtsey at the censmre; — Oh, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : my body's mark'd 
With Roman swords : and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me; 
^To overpass his bound. 
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And when a soldier was the thfme, my name 
Was not far off. Then was I as a tree, 

Whose boughs did bend* with fruit : but in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you \/ill. 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves. 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel. fault being nothing (as I have told you oft), 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans : so, 

FoPow'd my banishment; and, this twenty years, 
.This rock and these dem^ies have been my world : 
Where I have liv’d at honest freedom; paid 
More pious debts to Heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — ^But, up to the mountains • 
This is not hunters’ language. — He, that strikes 
Tlie venison first, shall be the lord o’ the feast; 

To him the Other two shall minister : 

And we will fear no poison, wJiich attends 
In place of greater state. 

•t 

The Force of Nature 

How hard it is to h. Je the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little they are sons to the king; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

Tliey think they are mine : and though trained up 
thus meanly 

I* the. cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit. 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them. 

In simple and low tilings, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
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The king his father palTd Guiderius, — ^Jove ! 

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story: say, — ‘Thus mine enemy fell; 

And thus I set my foot on his neck'; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure, 

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. 

Slander 

No, 'tis slander; 

Whose edge is sharper than the sword : whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whose breath 
I Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states, 
Plaids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the^ grave 
This viperous slander enters. 

A Wife's Innocency 

False to his bed ! What is it to be false ? 

'To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 

To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him. 

And cry myself awake ? That's false to his bed ? 

Woman in Man's Apparel 

t A"ou must forget to be a woman; change 
ommand into obedience; fear, and niceness, 

(The handmaids of all women, or,- more truly, 

‘Woman its pretty self) to a waggish courage; 

Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and 
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As quarrelloos as the weasel : ^ay, you must 
Forget tliat rarest treasure of your cheek. 

Exposing it (but. oh, the harder heart I 
Alack no remedy I) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Scene. Before the Cave of Bdarius 
Enter Imogen, in Boy's Clothes. 

Imo. I see, a man’s life is a tedious one ; 

I have tir'd myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick. 
But that my resolution hdps me. — Milford, 

When from the mountain top Pisanio show’d thee, 
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove I I think 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean,' 
Where they should be relieved. Two beggars told mi 
I could not diiss my way : poQX folks lie. 

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes; no wonder. 

When tjkdi ones scarce teU true : to lapse in fullne: 
Is sorer than to lie for .ijped : and falsehood 
Is worse in kings thai* ^ggars. — ^My dear lord I 
Thou art one o' the false ones. Now I think on the 
My hunger’s gone; but even before I was 
At point to sink for food. — ^But what is this ? 

Here is a path to it : 'tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call; I dare not call; yet famine. 
Ere dean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace breeds cowards; hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother. 

*The sun. 
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Labour 

Weariness 

ICan snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
^ Finds the down pillow hard. 

Harmless Innocence 

f I mo. Good masters, harm me not : 

^Before I enter'd here. I call'd; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good 
troth, 

I have stolen naught; nor would not, though I had 
found 

Gold strew'd o' the floor. Here's money for my meat; 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gui, Money, youth ? 

^ Arv, All gold and silver ratlier turn to dirt I 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those* 

Who worship dirty gods. 

Act IV 

Braggart 

To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 

Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. * 

Fool-hardiness 
' Being scarce made up, 

I mean to man, he had not apprehension 
Of rearing terrors; for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cause of fear, 
s. 


1 
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\ 

Jn-bom Roy0y 

O thou goddess. 

Thou divine nature, how thyself thou blazon'st 
In these two princely boys 1 They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the wlet. 

Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, ’ 
Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest wind. 
That by tlie top doth take the mountain pine. 

And make him stoop to tlie vale. 'Tis wonderful. 
That an invisible instinct should frame them. 

To royalty unleam’d ; honour untaught : 

Civility not seen from other; valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 

As if it had been sow'd. 

• ••••• 

Bel. Look, here he comes 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms. 

Of what we^, blame him for ! 

Enter Ariiiragus bearing Imogen, as dead in his Arms, 
, Arv. The bird is dead, 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty 
To have turn'd my leaning time into a crutch, 

Than have seen this. 

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily. 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well. 

As wlien thou grew'st thyself. 

Bel. Oh, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? 

The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare^ 
Might easiliest harbour in ? — ^Thou blessed thing 1 
^ A slow-sailing, unwieldy vessel. 
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Jove knows what mai\ thou mightst have made; but I, 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy ! — 
How found you him ? 


Arv. 


Stark,^ as you see ; 


Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 

Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at: his right cheek 
^ipeposing on a cushion. 


Gut. 


Where ? 


Arv. O' the floor; 

His arms thus leagued : I thought he slept; and put 
My clouted brogues* from off my feet, whose rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Gui. Why he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. With fairest flowers. 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
ril sweeten thy sad grave : thou shalt hot lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose; nor 
The azured hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, * 
'Out-sweeten'd not thy breath; the ruddock* would 
With charitable bill (0 bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this : 

Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground^ thy corse. 


BeL Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : 

' Stiff. • Shoes plated with iron. • The red-breast. 

• Probably a corrupt term for wither round thy corse. 
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And, though he came our enemy, remember, 

He was paid^ for that : thoug^i mean and mighty* 
rotting 

Together, have one dust : yet revereu'^e 
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween liigh and low. Our foe was princely: 
And though you took his life, as being our foe. 

Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hitlier, 

Tliersites' body is as good as Ajax’, 

When neither are alive. 

Funeral Dirge 

Gui. Fear no more the Iieat o' the sun 
Nor the furious winter’s rages; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages; 

Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chininey sweepers, come to dust. 

Arv. Fear no more the frown o' the great, 
Tliou art past the tryant's stroke. 

Care no more to clothe and eat; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 

The sceptre, leaixiing, ph3^ic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

GiiL Fear no more the lightning-flish, 

Arv, Nor the all-dreaded thunder stone; 

Gui. Fear not slander, censure^ rash; 

Arv, Thou hast finish'd joy and moan : 

Both, All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign® to thee,, and come to dust. 

^ Punished. * Judgment. * Seal the same contract. 
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Otii. No exerciser harm tliee ! 

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 

Gm. Ghost unlaid forbegtr tliee ! 

Arv. Nothing ill come near theel 
B 0 // 1 . Quiet consummation have; 

And renowned be thy grave I 

Imogen mcahing 
Yes, sir, to Milford-1 laven; 

Which is tJie way ? 

I thank you. — liy yon bush ? — Pray, how far tliither ? 
*0(ls pittikins — can it be six miles yet ? 

1 jLdve gone all night : — "faitli, I'll lie down and sleep. 
Ihit, soft ! no bedfellow O gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeing the body. 

lliese flowers are like the pleasures of the world; 
rhis bloody man, the care on't. 1 Jiope, I dream; 
her so I thouglit 1 was a cave-keeper, 

And cook to honest creatures : but 'tis^not so; 

'Twas but a bolt'-^ of nothing, shot at iiotliing, 

Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faiih/ 
I tremble still with fear : but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 

The dream's here still : even wiieii I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

Act V 

A Routed Army 

No blame be to you, sir; for all was lost. 

But that the lieavens fought : the king liimself 
* The diminutive adjuration is derived from God*$ my pity 
* An arrow. 
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Of his wings destitute, ‘the army broken, 

And but the backs of Britons feeen, all fl3dng 
Through a straight lane; the enemy full-hearted. 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down ! 
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, 'some falling 
Merely through fear; that tlie straight pass was | 
damm’d^ I 

With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen’d shame. | 

Death 

I, in mine own woe charm'd. 

Could not find death where I did hear him groan; 
Nor feel him where he struck : being an ugly monster, 
'Tis strange, he hides him fresh cups, soft beds. 

Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i' the war. I 


HAMLET 
Act I 
Prodigies 

In the most high and palmy* state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood. 
Disasters in the sun; and the moist star,* 

* Blocked up. • Victorious. • The mooa. 
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Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands. 

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse. 

GJwsis Vanish at the Crowing of a Cock 

Ber. It was about to speak when the cock crew. 
Her. And then it started, like a guilty tiling 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet of the morn. 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning. 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 

The extravagant and eriing' spirit hies 
To his confine : and of tlie truth herein 
This present object made probation.* 

The Reverence paid to Christmas Time 

It faded on the crowing of the cock. 

Some say that ever 'gainst that season come> 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad; 
riie nights are wholesome; then no planets strike, 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to cliarm, 

So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Morning 

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, » 

Araiks o'er the dew of 5»’on high eastern hiU. 

Real Grief 

Seems, madam 1 nay, it is; I know not seems. 

Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 

1 Wandering. * Proof. 
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Nor customary suits of ^solemn black, 

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 

Nor tlie dejected 'haviour of the visage, 
'I'ogetlier with all forms, modes, show? of grief, 
That can denote me truly: these, indeed, seem. 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 


Immoderate Grief discommended 

Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 

But, you must know, your father lost a fatlier; 
'fhat father lost his, and the survivor bound 
In filial obligation, for some term 
lb do obsequious sorrow' : but to persevere 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief; 

It shows a will most incorrect to Heaven; 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient; 

An understanding simple and unschoord : 

For what we know must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 

Take it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to Heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reason most absurd; wdiose common theme 
la^death of fathers, and who still hath cried 
From the first corse till he that died to-day, 

‘This must be so.' 
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US. ‘ Look here, love; 

'I his (liaiii Jiul w.is niy nioilji'i’s: Uikc it, heart.' 
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Hamlet* s Soliloquy on hts Mother s Marriage^ 

Oh, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 

Thaw, and resolve^ itself into a dew ! 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon^ 'gainst self-slaughter I 0 God I 0 God I 
; How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
: Seem to me all the uses of this world I > 

1 Fie on't ! oh fie ! 'tis an unweeded garden. 

That grows to seed; things rank, and gross in nature 
Possess it merely.® That it should come to this ! 
T3ut two months dead ! — ^nay, not so much, not two : 
So excellent a king; that was, to this I • 

Hyperion^ to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 

That he might not beteem^ the winds of heaven 
Wisit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 

Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on : and yet, within a montli, — 

Let me not think on't; — ^Frailty, thy nanfe is woman! — 
A little month; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she follow’d my poor father’s body • 
Like Niobe, all tears; — ^why she, even she, — 

*0 Heaven 1 a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 
Would have mourn'd longer, — married with my uncle. 
My father’s brother; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules : Within a month; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 

She married : — oh most wicked speed, to post , 

"With such dexterity to incestuous sheets 1 f 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good. 

^ Dissolve. ' Law. • Entirely. 

* Apollo. ® Suffer. 
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The Extent of Human ’Perfection 

He was a man, take him for all in all, 

I shall not look upon his like agnin. 

Cautions to Young Females 

For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 

Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood; ' 

A violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute : 

No «more. 

Then weight what loss your honour may sustain. 

If with too credent^ ear you list® his songs; 

Or lose your heart; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd® importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister; 

And keep you in the rear of your affection. 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

Jhe chariest* maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes : 

.'The canker* galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Satire on Ungracious Pastors 

I shall the effect of tliis good lesson keep. 

As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother, 

1 Believing. * Listen to. 

3 Licentious. *Most cautious. 
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Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilst, like a puff'd and repkless^ libertine, 

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 

And recks not his own rede.* 

Advice to a Son going to Travel 

G^ve thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The fiiends thou liast, and their adoption triod^ 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel; 

But do not dull thy palm* with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledged comrade. Beware 
01 entrance to a quarrel : but, being in, 

Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 

Give every man tliine car, but few thy voice : 

Take each man's censure,* but reservejhy judgment. 
Cobtly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 

But not expres‘5'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy : 

Foi the apparel oft proclaims the man; • 

And they in France, of the best rank and station, 

Aie most select and generous,® chief® inr that. 

Neither a borrower or a lender be : 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.* 

This above all, — to thine ownself be true; 

And it must follow, as the night the day. 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

^ Careless. • Kegards not his own lessons.' , 

® Palm of the hand. * * Opinion. • Noble. ^ 

® Chiefly. ’ Economy. / 
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Hamlet on the Appearance of his Father* s Ghost. 

Angels and ministers of grace defend us 1 — 

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd. 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blnsts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou com'st in such a questionable^ shape. 

That I will speak to thee; I'll call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : oh, answer me : 

I-et me not burst in ignorance I but tell, 

Wli}^ thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death. 

Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd, 

Ha^ opened his ])onderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again ! What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon. 

Making night hideous; and we fools of nature. 

So horridly tq shake our disposition, ^ 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 

The Mischiefs it might tempt him to 

What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff 
That beetles^ o'er his base into the sea ? 

And there assume some other horrible form, 

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason. 
And draw you into madness ? think of it : 

The very place puts toys^ of desperation. 

Without more motive, into every brain, 

That looks so many fathoms to the sea. 

And hears it roar beneath. 

* Conversable. * Frame. • Hangs. 


* Whims. 
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Scene. A mor^ remote part of the Platform. 

Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet, 

• 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak; TU go 
no farther. 

Ghost Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

Wlien I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost I 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious heading 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 
Ham. What ? 

Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night. 

And, for the day, confin’d to fast in ftres. 

Till the foul crimes, done in^ny days of nature, 

Are burnt and purg’d away. But that I am forb)d 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 

I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul; freeze thy young blood; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular hair to stand on end. 

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But this eternal blazon^ must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood List, list, oh list I 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love, — 

Ham, O God ! 


^ Display. 
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Ghif^i. Revenge his fouf and most unnatural murder. 
Ham, Murder 1 

Ghost, Murder most foul, as in the best it is; 

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham, Haste me to know it; that I with wings as 
swift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love. 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost, I find thee apt; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe Wharf, 

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
Tis given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard,^ 

A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is, by a forged process of my death, 

Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth. 

The serpent that did sting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham, Oh, uiy prophetic soul 1 my uncle ! 

Ghost, Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast. 
With, witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(Ch,. wicked wit and gifts that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The wiU of my most seeming-virtuous queen : 

Oh, Hamlet, what a fallLxg-off was there ! 

From me, vrhose love was of that dignity. 

That it wei>t Jiand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine I 

But virtue, as it never will be moved. 

Though lewdness court it in a. shape of heaven; 

^ Garden. 
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So lust, though to a radiaiiti angel link'd, 

. Will sate^ itself in a« celestial bed, 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft ! methinks I scetit the morning air; 

Brief let me be. — Sleeping within mine orcliaid. 

My custom always of the afternoon. 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenon® in a vial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperoub dislilment; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with the blood of innn, 

Tliat, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it dotli posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk. 

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine; 

And a most instant tetter^ bark'd about. 

Most lazar^ like, with vile and loathsome crust. 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch'd;^ 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

, Unhousel'd,® disappointed,’^ unanel'd;® 

No reckoning made, but sent to my acQount 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh, horrible ! oh, horrible ! most horrible I 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 

I-et not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But howsoever thou pursuest this act, 

1 Satiate. * Henbane. * Scab, scurf. * Leprous. 

* Bereft. ® Without, having received the sacrament. 

’ Unappointed, unprepared, ® Without extreme unction. 
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nt‘i»t,not thy mind, nor' let thy soul contrive, 
Against thy mother aught; leave her to Heaven, 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 

And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire : 

Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. [ExtL 

Ham. O all you host of heaven 1 O earth I What 
else ? 

An^.: shall I couple hell ? — Oh, fie ! — Hold, hold, rny 
heart; 

And you, my sinews, giow not instant old. 

But' bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee ? 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distracted globe. ^ Remember thee ? 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records. 

All saws* of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
That youtli and observation copied there; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by Heaven 1 
O most pernicious woman ! 

O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain t 
My tablet,® — meet it is, I set it down, 

'I'hat one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 

At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : 

[Writing, 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; 

It is, ‘ Adieu, adieu 1 remember me.' 

* Ht^ad. • Sayings, sentences. 

* Memorandum -book. 
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Act 11 

Ophelia* s Descriptidh of Hamlet* s Mad 
Address to her 

My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 

Lord Hamlet, — ^with his doublet all unbrac'd; 

No hat upon his head; his stockings foul'd. 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved^ to his ankle; 

Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each other; 
And with a look so piteous in purport. 

As if he had been loosed out of hell. 

To speak of horrors, — he comes before me. 

PoL Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. ■ My lord, I do not know, 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

PoL What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his*arm; 

And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow. 

He falls to such perusal of my face. 

As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so : 

At last, — ^a little shaking of mine arm,. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down, — 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound. 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk,* 

And end his being : that done, he lets me go; 

And, with his head over his shoulder turn'd, 

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes: 

For out o' doors he went without their help, 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

■ Body. 


* Hanging down like fetters. 
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OUAge 

Beshrew my jealousy ! 

It seems it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. 

Happiness consists in Opinion 

Why, then 'tis none to you : for tliere is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so; to me 
it is a prison. 

Reflections on Man 

I have* of late (but wherefore I know not) lost all my 
mirth, foregone all custom of exercises : and, indeed, 
it goes so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile promontory : 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
brave o*er-handng firmament, this majestical roof 
fretted with golaen fire, why, it appears no other thing 
to me than a foul and pestilent congregation of vapours. 
What a piece of work is man ! How noble in reason I 
how infinite in faculties ! in form, and moving, how 
express and admirable ! in action, how like an angel ! 
in apprehension, how like a god ! the beauty of the 
world ! the paragon of animals ! And yet, to me, what 
is this quintessence of oust ? Man delights not me,— 
nor woman neither; though, by your smiling, you 
seem to say so. 

Hamlet’s Reflections on the Player and Himself. 

.0, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1 1 
Is it not monstrous that this player here. 
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But in a fiction, in a dreaift of passion, 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit. 

That, from her working, all his visage wann'd; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her ? What would he do, 
Plad he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have ? Pie would drown the stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear wnth horrid speech* 

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 

Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed, 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and mudd3'-metlled rascal, peak, 

Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 

And can say nothing; no, not for a Jcing, 

Upon w'hose property, and most dear life, 

A damn'd defeat ^ was made. Am I a cownrd ? 

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? , 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the Iie»i' the throat. 
As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 

Ha! 

Why, I should take it; for it cannot be. 

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 

I should have’ fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal : bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherops, lecherous, kindless* villain I 
* Destruction. * Unnatural. 
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Old Agf 

Beshrew my jealousy ! 

It seems it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. 

Happiness consists in Opinion 

Why, tlien 'tis none to you : for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so; to me 
it is a prison. 

• Reflections on Man 

I have* of late (but wherefore I know not) lost all my 
mirth, foregone all custom of exercises : and, indeed, 
it goes so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile promontory : 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
brave o’er-han^ng firmament, this majestical roof 
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other thing 
to me than a foul and pestilent congregation of vapours. 
What a piece of work is man ! How noble in reason I 
how infinite in faculties 1 in form, and moving, how 
express and admirable ! in action, how like an angel ! 
in apprehension, how like a god ! the beauty of the 
world ! the paragon of animals ! And yet, to me, what 
is this quintessence of dust ? Man delights not me, — 
nor woman neither; though, by your smiling, you 
seem to say so. 

Hamlet's Reflections on the Player and Himself. 

.0, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1 1 
. Is it not monstrous that this player here. 
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But in a fiction, in a dreaiA of passion, 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit. 

That, from her working, all his visage wann'd; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her ? What would he do. 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears. 
And cleave the general ear wdth horrid speecli; 

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 

Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed, 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, ‘ 

A dull and mu dd}’’-me tiled rascal, peak, 

Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 

And can say nothing; no, not for a jcing, 

Upon w'hose property, and most dear life, 

A damn'd defeat^ was made. Am I a cownrd ? 

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? , * 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie*i' the throat. 
As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 

Ha! 

Why, I should take it; for it cannot be. 

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 

I should have* fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal : bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherops, lecherous, kindless* villain f 
‘ Destruction. * Unnatural. 
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Why, what an ass am I T This is most brave; 

That I, the son of a dear father taurder'd, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion ! 

Fie upon't ! foh I About, my brain ! Humph I have 
heard 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul that presently 
They have proclaim'd their malefactions ! 

For murder, though it have, no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I'll have these plajers 
Play something like the murder of my father. 

Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks; 
ril tent him^ to the quick; if he do blench,* 

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 
May be a devi} : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and perhaps 
Out of my weakness and my melancholy 
(As he is verj^ potent with such spirits), 

Abuses me to damn me. Fll have grounds 
More relative than this. The play's the thing, 
Wherein I'U catch the ( Dnscience of the king. 

Act hi 

Hypocrisy 

We are oft to blame in this, — 

Tis too much proved,* — ^that, with devotion's visage, 

^ Search his wounds. 

•Shrink or start. *700 frequent. 
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And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King, Oh, 'ti^ too true 1 how smart 

A lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 

The harlot's cheek, beautied with plast'ring art, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 

Than is my deed to my most painted word. 

Soliloquy on Life and Death 

To be, or not to be, that is the question 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, • 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles. 

And, by opposing, end them ? — ^'fo die, — to sleep. — 
No more; — ^and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die; — to sleep, — 

To sleep ! perchance to dream; — ay, fccre's tlie rub; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When w'e have shuffled off this mortal coil,^ , 
Must give us pause; there's the respect,® • 

That makes calamity of so long life : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,* 
The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay. 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus* make 
With a bare bodkin ?* who w^ould fardels* bear, 

^ Stir, bustle. * Consideration. * Rudeness. 

* Acquittance *Tlie ancient term for a small dagger. 

® Pack, burden. 
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To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 

But that tlie dread of sometliing after death, — 

The undiscovered country, from whose boum^ 

No traveller returns, — puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of ? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us aU; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o*er with the pale cast of thought; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn awry. 

And Jose the name of action. 

Calumny 

Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt 
not escape calumny. 

A Disordered Mind 

1 ‘ ^ 

Oh, what a noble mind is here overthrown f 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eye, tongue, sword. 
The Expectancy, and rose of the fair state. 

The glass of fashion, and the mould* of form. 

The observed of all observers I quite, quite down I 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 

That suck’d the honey of his music vows. 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy.® 

^ Boundary, limits. 

* The model by whom all endeavoured to form themselves. 

* Alienation of mind. 
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Hamlets ly^structions to the Players 

Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to 
you, trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, 
as many of our players do, I had as lief the town-crier 
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much 
with your hand, thus; but use all gently : for in the 
very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) wliirlwind 
of your passion, you must acquire and beget a tem- 
perance, that may give it smoothness. Oh, it offends 
me to the soul, to hear a robustious periwig-pated 
fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split 
the cars of the groundlings,^ who, for the most*part, 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb shows 
and noise; I would have such a fellow whipped for 
out-doing Termagant; it out-herods Herod. ^ Pray 
you avoid it. 

Play, I warrant your honour. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither, buj: let your own 
discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word, 
the word to the action; with this special observance, 
that you o'erstep not the modesty of nature : foi; any- 
thing so overdone is from the purpose of playing, 
whose end, both at the first, and now, was and is, to 
hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature; to show virtue 
her own feature, scorn her own image, and the very age 
and body of the time, his form and pressure.^ Now 
this, overdone, or come tardy off, though it make the 
unskilful laugji, cannot but make the judicious grieve; 
the censure of which one must, in your allowance,* 

^ The meaner people then seem to have sat in the pit. 

* tIerod*s character was always violent. 

* Impression, resemblance. * Approbation. 
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overweigh a whole theatre of others. Oh, there be 
players, that I have seen play,— and heard others 
praise, and that highly— not to speak it profanely, 
that neither having the accent of Christians, nor the 
gait of Christian, Pagan, nor man, have so strutted 
and bellowed, that I have thought some of nature's 
journeymen had made men, and not made them well, 
they imitated humanity so abominably. 

Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently 
with us, sir. 

Ham. Oh, reform it altogether. And let those that 
play your clowns speak no more than is set down for 
them : for there be of them that will themselves laugh, 
to set on some quantity of barren spectators to laugh 
too ; though, in the meantime, some necessary 
question^ of the play be then to be considered : that's 
villainous, and shows a most pitiful ambition in the 
fool that uses it. 

On Flattery and an Even-minded Man 

Nay, do not think I flatter ; 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 

To feed and clothe th^e ? Why should the poor be 
flatter'd ? 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp; 

And crook the pregnant^ hinges of the knee, 

Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear ? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of hep choice, 

And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath' seal'd thee for herself; for thou hast been 
As one in suffering all, that suffers nothing, 

* Conversation, discourse. • Quick, ready. 
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'Cry 'riojans, cry! lend me ten thcnsund eyes, 

And 1 will till them with pioplicUc lears.^ 
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A man tliat fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'eii with eqiftil thanks : and bless’d are those 
Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled. 
That they are not a pipe for Fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she pleases. Give me that man 
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my lieart's core, ay, in my heart of heart. 

As I do thee. 


Midnight 

'Tis now tlie very witching time of night; 

When rliurcliyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood. 
And do such lousiness as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to mv Jngther — 

0 heart, lose not thy nature;’ let not ever 
Tlic soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none. 

The King's Despairing Soliloquy, and Hamlet's 
Rejlections on him 

Oh, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 

A brother’s murder ! — Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as sharp as will; 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 

And, like a njan to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 

And both neglect. Wniat if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood ? 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
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To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy. 
But to confront tlie visage of offence ? 

And what's in prayer, but this t'vo-fold force, — 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardoned being down ? Tlien I'll look up; 

My fault is past. But, oh, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder 1 — 
That cannot be; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
('*:ence’s gilded hand may shove by justice; 

And oft 'tis seen the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law. But 'tis not so above : 

Tliere is iro shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd. 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death I 
O limed^ soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engag'd I Help, angels, make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees I and, heart, with strings of steel. 
Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe; 

All may be well I [Retires and kneels. 

Enter Hamlet 

Ham. Now might I do it pat, now' he is prajdng; 
And now I'll do't; and so he goes to heaven. 

And so am I revenged ? That would be scann'd :* 
A villain kills my father : and, for that, 

^ Caught as with birdlixne. ' Should be considered. 
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I, his sole* son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. * 

Oh, this is hire and salary not revenge. 

He took my father grossly, full of bread; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May; 
And how his audit stands who knows, save Heaven ? 
But, in our circumstances and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him. And am I then revenged, 

To take him in the purging of his soul 
When he is fit and season'd for his passage ? 

No. 

Up, sword, and know thou a more horrid hent^:* 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage; 

Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed; 

At gaming, swearing; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in't : 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven; 
And that his soul may be as damn'd and black 
As hell, whereto it goes, • 

Hamlet and his Mother 

Queen, What have I done, that thou darest wag thy 
tongue # 

In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham, Such an act 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty; 

Calls virtue hypocrite; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love. 

And sets a blister there; makes marriage vows. 

As false as dicers* oaths : oh, such a deed 

• Reward. 


•Only. 


• Seize him at a more horrid time. 
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As from the body of contraction^ plucks 
The very soul, and sweet reliefioft makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass. 

With tristful* visage, as against the doom, 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Quern. Ah me, what act, 

Tliat roars so loud, and thunders in the index ?* 
Kam. Look here, upon this picture, and on this, — 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's^ curls; the front of Jove himself; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 

A station^ like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a lieaven-kissing Iiill; 

A combination and a form, indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man : 

This was your husband. — Look you, now, vhat 
follows; 

Here is your husband, like mildew'd ear. 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten^^ bn this n: ^or ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it love : for, at your age. 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, 'tis humble. 

And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 
Would step from this to this ? Sense,’ sure, you have, 
Else could you not have motion : but, sure, that seu'-e 

‘ Marriage contract. * Sorrowful. 

* Index of contents prefixed to a book. 

* Apollo’s. ® 'Hie act of standing. 

* To grow fat. ' Sensation. 
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Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err; 

Nor sense to ecstasj^ was ne’er so tluaH’d, 

But it reserved some quantify of choice. 

To serve in sucli a difference. What devil was’t. 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind 
Eyes without feeling, feeling witliout sight, 

Ears witliout hands or eyes, smelling sans^ all, 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope.^ 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? l^ebellious Hell, 

[f thou canst niutine in a matron's bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 

And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame, 
Wh^n the compulsive ardour gives the charge. 

Since frost itself as actively doth burn, 

And reason panders will. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou tum'st mine eyes into my very soul; 

And there I see such black and grained spots, 

/Vs will not leave their tinct.® 

Enter Glwsi 

Ham. Save me, and hover o'er me with 3 "our wings,. 
^'c*u heavenly guards 1 — ^What would your gracious 
hgiire ? 

Queen. Alas, he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come \^our tardy son to chide,. 
That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
Tile important acting of your dread command ? 

Oh, say I 

2 Blindman*s-bui7. 

* Be so stupid. 


' Frenzy. 

* Without. 


* Colour. 
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Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But, look, amazement on thy mother sits : 

Oh, step between her and her fighting soul; 

Conceit^ in weakest bodies strongest works; 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is't with you ? 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 

And with the incorporeal air do hold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,* 

Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son. 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 
Ham. On him I On him 1 Look you, how pale he 
glares ! 

His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones. 
Would make them capable.® — ^Do not look upon me; 
Lest with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem effects^ : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance,® for blood. 
Queen. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham. Why look yo^i there 1 look, how it steals away ! 

1 Imagination. 

>The hair of animals is excrementitious, that is, without 
life or sensation* 

• Intelligent. * Actions. ® Perhaps. 
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My father, in his habit as he lived ! 

Lrok, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

• [Exit Ghost 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodily creation ecstasy^ 

Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstas}^ 

♦My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music : it is not madness 
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the test, 

And I the matter will re-word; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of graces 
Lav not that flattering unction to your soul. 

That not j^our trespass, but my madness speaks : 

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place; 

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to Heaven; 

Repent what's past; avoid what is to come; 

And do not spread the compost* on ttffe weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue : 
For in the fatness of these pursy times, * , " 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg; 

Yea, curb* and woo, for leave to do him good. 

Queen. O Hamlet 1 thou hast cleft my h*eaft in twain. 
Ham. Then throw away the worser part of it, 

And live the purer \iith the other half. 

Good-night, but go not to my uncle’s bed; 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat. 

Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this, — 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 

* Frenzy. • Manure. • Bend. 
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That ££ptly is put on : refrain to-night : 

And that shaU lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence ; the next more easy : 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 

And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good-night ! 
And when you are desirous to be blessed, 
rU blessing beg of you. — ^For this same lord, 

[Pointing to Polonius^ 

I do repent : but Heaven hath pleased it so, — 

To punish me with this, and this with me. 

That I must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So again, good-night I 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. — 

But one word more, good lady. 

Queen, What shall I do ? 

Ham. Not chis, by no means, that I bid you do ; 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you his mouse 
And let him, for a pair of reechy* kisses. 

Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers. 
Make you to ravel all this matter out. 

That I essentially am not in madness. 

But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let him know.: 
For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 

Would from a paddock,® from a bat, a gib,^ 

Such dear concernings hide ? who would do so ? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy. 

Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 

A A term of endearmeat. * Steaming with heat 

•Toad. ♦Cat 



HAMLET 


289 


Let the birds fly; and, like the famous ape, ' 

To try conclusions,^ in the basket creep, 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen, Be thou assur'd, if words be made of breathy 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
Wliat thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England; 3^011 know that ? 

Queen, Alack I 

I had forgot; 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There's letters seal'd; and my two school- 
fellows, — 

\Miom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,® — • 
The}" bear the mandate; they must sweep my way 
And marslial me to knaver}^ : let it work; 

For 'tis the sport to have the engineer 

Hoist with his own petard :® and it shall go hard, 

But I will delve one yard below their mines. 

And blow tlieiii at the moon. 

Act IV 

Hamlet's Irrcsolimpn 

How all occasions do inform against me. 

And spur my dull revenge 1 what is a man 
If his chief good, and market* of his time. 

Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more, 

Sure He that made us with such large discourse,*^ 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 
To fust® in us unused. Now, whether it be 

* Experiments. • Having their teeth. 

* Blown up with his own bomb. • Profit. 

5 Power of comprehension. ® Grow mouldy. 

S. K 
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{ 

Bestial oblivion, or some craven^ scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought which, quarter'd, hath but one part wisdom 
And, ever, three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, ‘This thing's to do'; 

Sith* I have cause, and will, and strength, and means 
To do't. Examples gross as earth, exhort me. 
Witness, this army, of such mass and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince; 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff'd. 

Makes mouths at the invisible event; 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure. 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great. 

Is, not to stir without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 
When lionour's at the stake. How stand I then. 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd. 
Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Wliich is not tomb enough, and continent. 

To hide the slain ? — Oh, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth 1 

Sorrows rarely Singh , 

O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 

But in battalions ! 

1 Cowardly, ■ Since. 
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The divinity of Kings 

Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person: 
Tiiere's such divinity doth hfidge a king, 

That treason can but peep to what it would, 

Acts little of his will. 

Description of Ophelia* s Death 

Queen, There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 
Tliat shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream; 
Tlierewith fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,' 
That liberal^ shepherds give a grosser name> * 
Blit our cold maids do dead men's fingers call tliem : 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 

Wlieii down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide; 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore h§r up ; 

Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes; 

As one incapable^ of her own distress, 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto tliat element: but long it could not be. 

Till that her garments, heavy with thek drink, 
Piiird the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To mudd}7 death. 

' Act V 

Hamlefs Reflections on YoricKs Skull 

Grave-digger, A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! 
a" poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This 
‘^ame skull, sir, was Yorick's skull, the king's jester. 

^ Orchis morio mas, * Licentious. * Insensible. 
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Ham. This ? ‘ [Takes the skull. 

Grave-digger. E'en that. ‘ 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick 1 — I knew him, Horatio : 
a fellow of infinite jest; of most excellent fancy; he 
hath borne me on his back a thousand times; and now, 
how abhorred in my imagination it is ! my gojge rises 
at it. Here hung those lips that I have kissed I know 
not how oft. Where be your gibes now ? your 
gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar ? Not one 
now, to mock your own grinning ? quite chap-fallen ? 
Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let 
he^r paint an inch thick, to this favour^ she must come; 
make her laugh at that. 


Ophelia* s Interment 

Lay her i' the earth: 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh, 

May violets spring ! — I tell thee, cliurlisli priest, 
A minist'ring angel shall my sister be. 

When thou liest howling. 


Melancholy 

This is mere madness : 

And thus a while the fit will work on liim; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove,* 

When that her golden couplets are disclosed,® 
His silence will sit drooping. 

' Countenance, complexion. • Hatched. 
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Pfovidenpe directs our Actions 

And that should teach us 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends. 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

A Health 

Give me the cups; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
'Now tlie king drinks to Hamlet.' 


JULIUS C^SAR 
Act I 
Patriotism 

What is it that you would impart to me ? 

If it be auglit toward the general good, 

Set honour in one eye, and death i' the other. 
And I will look on both indifferently. 

For, let the gods so speed me, as I \ovi 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Contempt of Cassius for C<esar ^ 

I was born free as Csesar; so were you : 

We both have»fed as well; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 

I^or once, upon a raw and gusty^ day. 

The troubled Tiber chafing wuth her shores, 

^ Windy. 
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Caesar said to me: ‘Dar'st thou, Cassius, now, 

Leap with me into this angry ftood, 

And swim to yonder point ? ' Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bade him follow : so, indeed, he aid. 

The torrent roar'd; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside, 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy: 

But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 

Caesar cried, ‘Help me, Cassius, or I sink.' 

I, as AlnesiS, our great ancestor, 

Did^frohi the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of Tiber 
Did I the tired Caesar : and this man 
Is now become a god; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body. 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How lie did shake : 'tis true, this god did sliake : 
His coward lips did from their colour fly; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world, | 
Did lose its lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans] 
[Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 
Alas! it cried, 'Give me some drink, Titinius,' 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper^ should 
So get the start o^ the majestic world. 

And bear the palm alone. [Shout, Flourish. | 

Brii. Another general shout ! 

I do believe that these applauses are 
^ Temperament, constitution. 
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For some new honours thaf are heap'd on Caesar. 

Cas. Why, man, life doth bestride tlie narrow world 
Like a Colossus; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus, and Caesar: What should be in that Caesar? 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours ? 
WTite them together, yours is as fair a name; 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure them, * 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. 

[Shout 

Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 

L'pon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 

Tliat he is grown so great ? Age, thou art sham'd : 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of no^le bloods ! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they say, till now, that talk'd of Rpml, 
That her wide walks encompass’d but one man ? 

CiBsar's Dislike of Cassius 

Would he were fatter ! — ^But I fear him not : 

Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much; 

He is a great observer, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays. 

As thou dost, Antony;, he hears no music : 

Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort. 
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As if he mock’d himself,' aiid scorn’d liis spirit. 
That could be mov’d to smile stt anything. 

Such men as he be never at lieart’s ease 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves; 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear, — for always I am Caesar. 

Spirit of Liberty 

I know where I will wear this dagger tlien; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat; 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass. 

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron. 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit; 

But life, being wearj^ of these worldly bars. 

Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

If I know thiff, know all the world besides. 

That part of tyranny that I do bear, 

I can shake oS at pleasure. 

Act II 

Ambition Cloth d in Specious Humility 

feut 'tis q/common proof, ^ 

That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 

Whereto the climber upward turns his face; 

But when he once attains the uprnost round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees* 

By which he did ascend. 

^ Experience. 


•Lew steps. 
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Conspiracy^ Dreadful till Executed 

between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma,^ or a hideous dream : 

The genius, and the mortal instruments, 

Are then in council : and the state of man, 

Like to a little kingdom, sutlers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Brutus's Apostrophe to Conspiracy 

O conspirac}^ ! 

Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
W'lien evils are most free ? Oh, then, by day, 
Wheie wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, 
conspiracy; 

Hide it in smiles and affability: , 

For if thou hath, thy native semblance on,* 

Not Erebus* itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Against Cruelty 

Gentle friends. 

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfuUy; 

Let's car\'e him as a dish fit for the gods. 

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds, 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 

And after seem to chide 'em. 

* Vision. »Walk in thy true form. *11611. 

K2 
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• Sleep 

» 

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber; 
Thou hast no figures,^ nbr no fantasies. 

Which busy care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 


Portia's Speech to Brutus 

You have ungently, Brutus, 

Stole from my bed ; and yesternight, at supper, 
You .suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 

Musing, and sighing, with your arms across; 

And when I ask'd you what the matter was. 

You stared upon me with ungentle looks : 

I urged you further : then 5'ou scratched your head, 
And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot : 

Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not; 

But with an atigry wafture of your hand. 

Gave sign for me to leave you; so I did : 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 

Whi^h seem’d too much enkindled : and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour. 

Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep; 

And, could it work so much upon your shape. 

As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,® 

I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

* Shapes created by imagination. * Temper. 
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Calphurnia!s Address to Ceesar on the Prodigies 
seen the Night before his Death 

Cal. Caesar, I never stood* on ceremonies,* 

Yet now they fright me. There is one within 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 

A lioness hath whelped in the streets; 

And graves have yawn'd and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 

III ranks and squadrons and right forms of war. 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 

Tlie noise of battle hurtled^ in the air, 

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan; 

And ghosts did shriek and squeal® about the streets. 
0 Caesar ! these things are beyond all use, 

And I do fear them. 

Cas. What can be avoided. 

Whose end is purposed by the mighty^ gods ? 

Yet Caesar shall go forth : for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Caesar. 

Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets SQen*: 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

Against the Fear of Death 

Cowards die many times before their deaths : 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It seems to me most strange that men should fear : 
^eing that death, a necessary end. 

Will come when it will come. 

^ Never paid a regard to prodigies or omens. 

• Encountered. * Cry wilii pain. 
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« 

Danger 

Danger knows full well 
That Cajsar is more dangerous than he : 

We were two lions litter'd in one day. 

And I the elder and more terrible. 

Envy 

My heart laments that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation.^ 

Act III 

Antonyms Address to the Corpse of Ceesar 

0 mighty Caesar ! dost thou lie so low' ? 

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils. 
Shrunk to this little measure ? — Fare thee well. 

'Antony's Speech to the Conspirators 

1 know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 

Who else must be let blood, w^ho else is rank 
If I ^myself , there is no hour so fit 

As Caesar's death's hour; nor no instrument 
Of half that ‘Worth as those your swords made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if you .>ear me hard, 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke. 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die : ^ 

No place will please me so, no mean of death, 

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, 

The choice and master-spirits of this age. 

» Envy. • Grown too high for the public safety. 



301 


JULIUS C^SAR 
Revenge 

Caesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate by his side, comfi hot from hell, 

Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice, 

Cr\' Havoc} and let slip* the dogs of war. 

Brutus^s Speech to the People 

If there be any in this assembly, any dear friend 
of Caesar’s, to him I say, that Brutus’s love to Caesar 
was no less than his. If then that friend demand 
why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my ans\^er, — 
Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved Rome 
more. Had you rather Caesar were living, and die 
all slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to live all free 
men ? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him; as he was 
fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I honour 
him : but, as he w’as ambitious, I slew him. There is 
tears for his love; joy for his fortune; thonour for his 
valour; and death for his ambition. Who is here so 
base, that would be a bondman ? If any, speak^ ^or 
him have I offended. Who is here so rude, that would 
not be a Roman ? If any, speak; for him have I 
offended. Who is here so vile that will* not love his 
country ? If any, speak; for him have I offended. 

Antony's Funeral Oration 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears I 
I come to bujy Caesar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them; 

^ The signal for giving no quarter. 

* To let slip a dog at a deer, etc., was the technical phrase of 
Shakespeare's time. 
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The good is oft interred with their bones; 

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious : 

If it were so, it was a ^ievous fault; 

And grievously hath Caesar answered it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest 
(For Brutus is an honourable man; 

So they are all, all honourable men), 

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me . 

But Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff : 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Wliich he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious: 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, — ^not without cause; 
What cause withholds you, then, to mourn for him 
O judgment, thou a’*t fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason ! — Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Oesar, 

And I must pause till it comes back to me. 
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But yesterday the word of*Cflcsar might 
Have stood against •the world : now lies he there. 
And none so poor to do him reverence.^ 

0 masters ! if I were dispo^d to stir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong. 

Who, you all know, are honourable men; 

I will not do them wrong; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you. 

Than I will wrong such honourable men. . 

Biit here's a parchment, with the seal of Ciesar, \ 

I found it in his closet, — 'tis his will ; ^ 

Let but the commons hear this testament 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read). 

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds, 
And dip their napkins^ in his sacred blood; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, , 

Unto their issue. 

4. at. We'll hear the will : read it, Mark Antony. 
at. The will, the will; we will hear Caesar'srwUl. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it : 

It is not meet you know how Caesar loved you. 

You are not wood, you are not stones, but men; 
And, being men, hearing the w^ill of Caesar, 

It will inflame you, — ^it will make you mad : 

'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs; 

For, if you sliould, oh, what would come of it ! 

4 at. Read the will; we Avill hear it, Antony : 

^ The meanest man is now too high to do reverence to 
Caesar. > Handkerchiefs. 
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You shall read us the will, — Caesar's will. 

Ant, Will you be patient ? Will you stay awhile ? 
I have o'ershot myself to teU 3’ou of it. 

I fear I wrong the honourable men, 

Whose daggers have stabbed Caisar : I do fear it. 

* 4 Cit, They were traitors : honourable men ! 

Cii, The will ! the testament I 
2 Cit, They were villains, murderers; the will ! 
Read the will ! 

Ant, You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 

And let me show you him tliat made the will. 

Sliall I descend ? and will you give me leave ? 

Cit. Come down. 

2 Cit, Descend. [He comes down from the Pitlpii, 

Ant, If you have tears, prepare to shed them now- 
Y*ou all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first timcrevcr Caesar put it on; 

'Twas on a summer's evening in his tent; 

That day he overcame the Nervii : — 

Look* ! in this place ran Cassius's dagger through : 
See Avhat a rent the envious Casca made : 

Through this«the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd; 

And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Caesar follow’d it; 

.As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd or no; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Ccesar's^ angel : 

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved him I 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 

For w'hen the noble Cafsar saw' him stab. 

Ingratitude, more strong than traitor's arms. 
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Quite vanquish'd him : theh burst his miglity heart. 
And, in his mantle •muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pompey's statua,^ 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 

Oh, what a fall was there, my countrymen I 
Then I, and you, and all of us, fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over ns,^ 

Oh, now you weep; and I perceive, you feel 
The dint® of pity ; these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here. 

Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, by traitors. 

1 at. O piteous spectacle ! 

«••••• 

2 at. We will be revenged : re\’enge; about, — 
seek,— burn, — fire,— kill, — slay ! — let not a traitor 
live. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir 
you up , 

To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 

They that have done this deed are honourable : 
What private griefs^ they have, alas, I know Sof, 
That made them do it; they are wise and honourable. 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts; 

I am no orator, as Brutus is : 

But as you know me all, a plain blunt man. 

That love my friend, and that tliey know full weD 
That gave rqe public leave to speak of him. 

For I have neither wit, nor w^ords, nor worth. 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

* Statua for statue, is common among the old writers. 

■ Was successful. * Impression. * Grievances. 
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To stir jnen’s blood : I 6nly speak right on; 

I tell you that \vhich you yourselves do know; 
Show you sweet Caesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb 
mouths. 

And bid them speak for me : but were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar’s, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

Act IV 

Ceremony Insincere 

Ever note, Lucilius, 

Wlien love begins to sicken and decay, 

It useth an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 

Make gallant show and promise of their mettle : 
But when they should endure the bloody spur. 

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 

Sink in the trial. 

The Tent' Scene between Brutus and Cassius, 

Cas. Tliat you have wrong'd me doth appear in 
this ; 

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 

Wlierein my letters, prajdng on his side, 

JBecause I knew the man>^4vere slighted off. 

Bru, You wrong'd yourself to write in such a case. 
Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
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That every nice^ offence sHould bear his comment. 

Bru, Let me telf you, Cassius, you^ourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm; 

To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To undeservers. 

Cas, I an itching palm ? 

You know that you are Burtus that speak this. 

Or, by\the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruption. 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas. Chastisement ! 

Bru, Remember March, the ides of Marcli re- 
member ! 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ? 

Wha.t villain touch'd his body, that did stab, 

And not for justice ? What, shall one of us, 

That struck the foremost man of all this world, 

But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our fcgers with base bribes ? 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours. 

For so much trash as may be grasped thus ? — 

I had rather be a dog, and bay^ the moon. 

Than such a Roman. 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me. 

I'll not endure it : you forget yourself, 

To hedge me in :® I am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions.^ 

Bru. ^ Go to; you're not, Cassius. 

Cas. I am. 

Brii. I say, you are not. 

* Trifling. • Bait, bark at. • Limit my authority. 

* Terms, fit to confer the offices at my disposaL 
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Cas, Urge me no more,*’ I shall forget myself : 
Have mind upon your health, teilhpt me no further, 
Bru. Away, slight ,man ! 

Ca$. Is't possible ? 

Bru, Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares ? 

Cas, Oh, ye gods ! ye gods ! must I endure all this I 
Bru, All this ? ay, more : fret, till your proud 
heart break; 

Go, show your slaves how choleric you are. 

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I buc^ge ? 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 

Though it do split you : for, from this day forth, 

. ru use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 

Cas, 0 Is it come to this ? 

Bru, You say you are a better soldier : 

Let.it appear so; make your vaunting true. 

And k shall please me well : for mine own part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas, Y'ou wrong me, every way you wrong me, 
Brutus; 

I said an elder soldier, not a better; 

Did I say better ? 

Bru, • If you did, I care not. 

Cas, When Csesar liv'd, he durst npt thus have 
mov'd me. 

Bru, Peace, peace; you durst not so have tempted 
him. 

Cas, I durst not ? 
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Brii. No. • 

Cas. What ? dur^ not tempt him ? 

Bm. For your life you durst not. 

Cas. Do not presume too* much upon my love, 

I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats : 

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty. 

That they pass by me, as the idle wind, 

Which I respect not. I did send to you 

For certain sums of gold, which you denied me; — 

For I can raise no money by vile means : 

By Heaven, I had rather coin mj^ heart, 

And drop my blood for drachmas,^ than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 

Which you denied me : was that done like Cassius ? 
Should I have answer'd Cains £assiu«i so ? 

WTien Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 

To lock such rascal counters from his friends. 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, T" ** 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas. I denied you not? 

Bm. You did. 

Cas. I did not : he was but a fool that 

brought 

My answer back. — Brutus hath rived** my heart: 

\ friend should bear his friend's infirmities. 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cas. You love me not. 

^ Coin. 
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Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cos. A friendly eye could nevet see such faults. 
Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Cos. Come, Antony, and young Octavius come. 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 

For Cassius is aweary of the world : 

Hated by one he loves; braved by Ms brother. 
Check'd like a bondman; all Ms faults observed. 

Set in a note-book, leam’d, and conn'd by rote. 

To cast into my teeth. Oh, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes I — ^There is my dagger. 
And here my naked breast; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold; 

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth : 

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 

Strike, as thou did’st at Caesar; for, I know. 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst Mm 
better , 

Than ever thou lov’dst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheath your daigger : 

Be*a^gry when you will, it shall have scope; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius, you are yoked with a launb 
That cauries anger ais tne flint bears fire; 

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark. 

And straight is cold again. 

Cos. Hath Caissius lived 

To be but mirth and laughter to his ^rutus, 

When grief and blood ill-temper’d vexeth Mm ? 

Bru.' When I spoke that I was ill-temper’d too. 
Cos. Do you confess so much ? GiVe me your hand. 
Bru. And my heart too. 
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Cas. 0 Brutus ! 

Bfu. • What's the matter ? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with rne. 
When that rash humour, wfiich my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru, Yes, Cassius; and henceforth, 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use. 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better : — Portia is dead. 
Cas. Ha! Portia! 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How 'scaped I killing when I cross'd you so ? — 

0 insupportable and touching loss ! — 

Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence; 

And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong; — for with her ^jdh 
That tidings came; — with this she fell distract • 

And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire. 

Cas. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. 0 ye immortal gods ! . 

Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of 
wine 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drinks. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love« [Drinks. 
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Opportunity to be Seized on all^ Occasions of Life. 

There is a tide in the affaiis of men 
Which, talceh “at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 

On such a full sea are we now afloat : 

And we must take the current when it serves. 

Or lose 6ur“ ventures. 


‘ Act V 

The Parting of Brutus and Cassius 

Bnt. No, Cassius, no : think not, thou noble 
Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome : 

He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March begun; 

And whether we shall meet again I know not. 

' Therefore our everlasting farewell take — 
xFor ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius I 
If we do meet again, why w'e shall smile; 

If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus I 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed; 

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. — Oh, that^ a man might 
know 

The end of this day's business ere it come I 
But it sufficeth that the day will end. 

And then the end is known. 
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Mdaticholy, tlie P^eni of Error 

I * 

L O hateful error, melancholy's child 1 
^Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O error soon conceived. 
Thou never comest unto a happy birth, 

But kill’st the mother that engender'd thee. 

Antony* s Character of Brutus \ 

This was the noblest Roman of them all: 

All the conspirators, save only he, 

Did that they did in envy of great Caesar; 

He only, in a general honest thought. 

And common good to all, made one of them. 

His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up. 
And say to all the world, '^This was a man 1 ' 


KIN G LEAR ^ 

Act I 

CioneriVs Declaration of her* Filial Affection 

Gon. Sir, I, 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter, 
Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich 01 rare, 

No less than Hfe, with grace, health, beauty, honour; 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found; 

A love that makes breath poor and speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of so much 1 love you. 



314 the beauties OF SHAKESPEAI^ 
Declaration of Regan 

f 

Reg, I am made of that self metal as my sister, ' 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names my very deed of love; 

Only she comes too short, — that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 

Which the most precious square of sense possesses; 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

Declaration of Cordelia 

4 

Cor, Good my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, loved me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit, 

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
They love you all ? Haply, when I shall wed, 

That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall 
carry 

IWf my love with him, half my care, and duty ! 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters. 

To love rny father all. 

\ 

Admiration of the King of France at the Condttct 
of Cordelia 

5 

France. Fa;irest Cordelia, that art most rich, being 
poor; 

Most choice, forsaken; and most lov^, despised 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods 1 'tis strange that from their cold’st neglect, 
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My love should kindle to infiamed respect. — 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
fis queen of us, of ours, and^our fair France. 

GoneriVs Orders about her Father 
Gon, Put on what weary negligence you please, 
You and your fellows; I'd have it come to question : 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister, 
j Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 

Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man, 

That still would manage those authorities, 

That he hatli given away ! — Now, by my life, 

Old fools are babes again; and must be used 
With checks, as flatteries, — ^when they are seen, 
abused. 

Remember what I have said. 

Steiv. Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among 
you; 

What grows of it, no matter; advise your fellows so : 
1 would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 
Tliat I may speak : — I'll write straight to my sSter, 
To hold my very course : — ^Prepare for dinner. 

Filial Ingratitude 

Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend, 

More hideous when thou show'st thee in a child. 
Than the sea-monster I 

Act II 

Flattering Sycophants 

That such a slave as this should wear a sword, 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these. 
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Like rats, oft bite the holy cor4s atwain, 

Which are too intrinse^ t'unloose : smooth every > 
passion • 

That in the nature of their lords rebel. 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods; 

Renege, 2 affirm, and turn their halcyon® beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters, 

As knowing naught, like dogs, but following. 

. ' Plain Blunt Men 

^liis is some fellow, 

Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb, 

Quite from his nature; he cannot flatter, he : — 

An honest mind and plain, —he must speak truth : 

An they will take it, so; if not, he's plain. 

These l^d of knaves I know, which in this plainness 
Harbour more* craft, and more corrupter ends. 

Than twenty silly^ ducking observants 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

t 

Bedlam Beggars 
While I may 'scape, 

I will preserve mysdf/. and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 

Brought near to beast : my face I'll grime with filth; 

^ Perplexed. * Disown. 

;; ’ The bird called the kingfisher, which, when dried and hung 
:>ap by a thread, is supposed to turn his bill to the point from 
i, Whence the wind blows, 
i • Simple or rustic. 
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Blanket my loins; elf^ all my hair in knots; . 

with presented nakedness outface 
•The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof land precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 

Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks,* nails, sprigs of rosemary; 

And with his horrible object, from low farms, 
iPoor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans,* sometime with prayers, 
Enforce their charity. 

The Faults of Infirmity Pardonable 

Fiery? the fiery duke? — ^Tell the hot duke, that — 
iJlo, but not yet; — ^may be he is not well : 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 

Whereto our health is bound; we are not ourselves, 
When nature, being oppress'd, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body : I'll forbear;. 

And am fallen out with my more headier will. 

To take the indisposed and sickly fit 
For the sound man. 

Unkindness 

Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture here. 

[Points to his liearL 

Offences Mistaken 

All's not offence that indiscretion finds. 

And dotage terms so. 

^ Hair thus knotted was supposed to be the work of elves 
and fairies in the night. 

^ * Skewers. 


* Curses. 
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< 

Rising Passion 

I pr’ythee, daughter, do not make me mad : 

I will not trouble thee, my child; tarewell : 

We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter; 
Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh, 

Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 

A plague-sore, an embossed^ carbuncle. 

In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it ; 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 

The Necessaries of Life Few 

Oh, reason not the need; our basest beggars 
Are in the poorest things superfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man's life is cheap as beast's. 

Lear on the Ingratitude of his Daughters 

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as age; wretched in both ! 

If it be you that stir tnese daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger I 
And let not women's weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man's checks ! — ^No, you unn^atural hags, 

I will have such revenges on you both. 

That all the world shall — I will do such things, — 
What they are yet I know not : but they shall be 
* Swelling. 
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The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep : 
^Noft I'll not weep 

1 have full cause of weeping; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws. 

Or ere Til weep : — Oh, fool, I shall go mad ! 

Wilful Men 

Oh, sir, to wilful men. 

The injuries that they themselves procure. 

Must be their schoolmasters. 

Act III 

Lear's Distress in the Storm 

Kent. Where's the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element : 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main, 

That things might change or cease : tears his white 
hair, 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage 
"atch in their fury, and make nothing of : 
strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the cub-drawn^ bear would couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched ’wolf 
veep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 

\nd bids what will take all. 

Lear's^ Exclamations in the Tempest 

Blow, wmds, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow t 
^'ou cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 

' Whose dugs are drawn dry by its young. 
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Till you have drench'd onr steeples, drowned the 
cocks ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing^ fires, 

Vaunt couriers* to oak-cleaving thunderbolts. 

Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder, 
'Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the w’orld ! 

J Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once, 
'That make ingrateful man ! 

Rumble thy bellyfull ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 

I ta:: you not, you elements with unkindness, 

I never gave you kingdom, call you children. 

You owe me no subscription®; then, let fall 
Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man : — 

But yet I call you servile ministers. 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your higli-engender'd battles 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. Oh ! oh I 'tis foul I 

I^enL Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love night, 
Love not such nights as these; the wrathful skies 
Callow^ the very wanderers of the dark. 

And make them keep their caves. Since I was man. 
Such sheets of fire, sfich bursts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor che fear. 

L^ar, Let the great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pother^ o'er our heads, 

^ Quick as thought. ^ Avant couriers^ French. 

• Obedience. * Scare or frighten. ® Blustering noise. ^ 
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[Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
n hou hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Irnwhipp'd of justice; hide tliee, thou bloody hand; 
[Thou perjur'd, and thou similar^ man of virtue 
iThat art incestuous; caitiff, to pieces shake, 

That under covert and convenient seeming, ^ 

Hast practis'cj on man's life ! — Close pent-up guilts. 
Rive ydu'c'ontealing continents, and cry 
(These dreadful summoners grace.® — I am a man, 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 

Kent Alack, bare-headed I 

Gracious, my lord, hard by here is a hovel; • 
Some friendsliip will it lend you against the tempest. 

' Lear, Thou think'st 'tis much that this conten- 
tious storm 

Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee; 

But where the greater malady is fix'd, 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shmi a bear : 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 

Thou'dst meet tlie bear i' the mouth. When, the 
mind's free, 

The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 

Save what beats there. — ^Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 

For lifting food to’t ? — But I will punish home : — 
Vo, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out. — Pour on; I will endure : — 

Cn such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 
i’'our old kind father, whose frank heart gave all. — 

^ Counterfeit. * • Appearance. 

• Favour. * 


S. 


L 
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c 

Oh, that way madness lies; let me shun that; 

No more of that — 

Kent. Good, my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in th3rself; seek thine own 
ease; 

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — ^But I'll go in : 

In, boy; go first — \lo the Fool.] You houseless 
poverty, — 

Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll sleep. — 

[Fool goes in. 

PooXj naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 

How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides. 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? Oh, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp; 

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel; 

That thou mayst shake the superflux to tJiem, 

And show the heavens more just. 

• 

' Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman. 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me f — 

Through the' sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Hum ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters ? 
And art thou come to this ? 

m * • • • • • 

Didst thou give them all ? 

• • • • • 

• 

Now all the plagues that in the pendulous dr 
Hang fated o’er men's faults, light on thy daughters ! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 
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Lear, Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu'd 
nature 

To such a lowness but his ujikind daughters. — 

Is it the fashion that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment I 'twas this flesh begot 
Tliose pelican daughters. 

On Man 

Is man no more than this ? Consider him well : 
thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the 
sheep no wool, the cat no perfume ! — Ha ! here's three 
of us are sophisticated ! — ^Thou art the thing itself : 

I unaccommodated man is no more but such a poor, 
Jbare, forked animal as thou art. — Off, off, you lendings. 

Act IV 

The Justice of Providence^ 

That I am wretched 

Makes thee the happier : — Heavens, deal so still I 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man, \ 
That slaves your ordinance,^ that will not see 
Because he ^th not feel, feel your powder quickly; 

So distribution should undo excess. 

And each man have enough. , 

* Patience and Sorrow 

Patience and sorrow strove 
Who should ex*press her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once; her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : those happy sn^iles, 

^ i.e. to make it subject to us instead of acting in obedience 
to it. ' 
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That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes; which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Could so become it. 

Lea/s Distraction described 

Alack, 'tis he; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea; singing aloud : 

Crown'd with rank fumiter^ and furrow weeds, 

With harlocks,* hemlock, nettles, cuckoo flowers. 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn. 

Description of Dover Cliff 

Come on, sir; here's the place : — ^stand still. — How 
fearful 

And dizzj/ 'tis to cast one's eyes so low ! 

The crows and choughs® that wing the midway air. 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : half-way down 
Hanps one that gathers samphire;* dreadful trade I 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head : 

The fishermen that walk upon the beach. 

Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark. 
Diminished to her cock;^ her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : the murmuring surge. 
That on the uhnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 

Cannot be heard so high. — ^I'll look no more; 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple* dovfii headlong. 

* Fomitory. ® Charlocks. • Daws. 

* A vegetable gathered for picking. * Her cock-boat. 

* Tumble. 
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Glosie/s Farewell to the World 
O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce; ^d, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills, 

My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, oh, bless him 1 

Lear on his Flatterers 

They flatter'd me like a dog; and told me f had 
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were there. 
To say ay, and no, to everything I said ! — Ay and no 
too was no good divinity. When the rain came to 
wet me once, and the wind to make me chatter; when 
the thunder would not peace at my bidding; there 
I found them, there I smelt them out. Go to, they 
are not men o' their words; they told me I was every- 
thing; 'tis a lie; I am not ague-proof. 

•r 

On the Abuse of Power 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody liand ! 

Why dost thou lash tliat whore ? strip thine own back; 
Thou hotly lust’st to use her » that kind 
For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangs the 
cozener; 

Through tattl’d clothes small vices do appear; 
Robes, and furr’d gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it. 

None does offend, none I say ntoe; I’ll able ’em : 
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Take that of me, my friend, who have the powe 
To seal the accuser’s lips. Get thee glass eyes: 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. 

Cordelia on the Ingratitude of her Sis^ 

O my dear father 1 Restoration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this ki: 

Repair those violent harms, that my two 
Have in thy reverence made ! ‘ 

Had'^you not been their father, these white flakes 
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 
To be exposed against the warring winds ? 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder ? 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross lightning ? 

. • • • • • 

And wast thou fain, poor father. 

To hovel thee with swine and rogues forlorn, 

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 

'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. 

Scene between Lear and Cordelia 

Cor. How does my royal lord ? How fares youi 
Majesty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o’ the grave. 
Thou art a soul in bliss : but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. 


Sir, do you know me ? 
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f Lear. You are a spirit, I Icnow; when did you die ? 
' Cor. Still, still, fax wide ! 

Phys. He's scarce awake;^ let him alone awhile. 
Lear. Where have I been ? — ^Where am I ? — ^Fair 
daylight ? — 

I am mightily abused. — should even die with pity. 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say. — 

I will not swear these are my hands : let's see; 

I feel this pin prick. Would I were assured 
Of my condition. 

Cor. Oh, look upon me, sir. 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me : — 

No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray do not mock me ; 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upwards; and, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 

Methinks I should know you, and know this man : 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainljfe ignorant 
What place this is; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments, nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? Yes, faith, I pray, weep 
not : 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 

I know you not love me; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France ? / 
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Kent. ' In your own kingdom, sir, 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Phys. ' Be comforted,, good madam : the ' great 
rage. 

You see, is cured in liim; and yet it is danger 
To make him even^ o'er the time he has lost, 

Desire him to go in; trouble him no more, 

Till further settling. 

Cor. Will't please your highness walk ? 

Lear. You must bear with me : 

Pray now forget and forgive : I am old and foolish. 


Act V 

Lear to Cordelia when tak^i Prisoners 

No, no, no, no ! Come, let’s away to prison : 

We two alone ^^'ill sing like birds i* the cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing. I’ll kneel down. 
And ask of thee forgiveness : so we’ll live, 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news; and we’ll talk with them too,— 
Who loses, and who v ns; who’s in, who’s out; 

And take upon us the mystery of things. 

As if we were God’s spies : and we’ll wear out, 

In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great ones. 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 

The gods thenlselves throw incense. 

^ To reconciis it to his apprehension. 
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The Justice of the Gods 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
lake instruments to plague us. 

Edgar* s Account of his discovering Himsdf 
to his Father 

List^ a brief tale : — 

And, when 'tis told, oh, that my heart would burst !-— 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 

That follow’s me so near, (O our lives' sweetness I 
That with the pain of death we’d hourly die. 

Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift* 

Into a madman’s rags; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain’d; and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious stones new lost; became his guide, 
Led him, begg’d for him, sav'd him from despair; 
Never (0 fault !) reveal'd myself unto him. 

Until some half-hour past, when I was arm’d, 

Not, sure, though hoping, of this good success, 

I ask’d his blessing, and from first to last • 

Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw’d heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 

'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 

Burst smilingly. • 

Edm, This speech of yours hath mov’d me. 
And shall, perchance, do good; but Speak you on; 
You look a» you had something more to say. 

Alb, If there be more, more woeful, hold it in; 

For I am almost ready to dissolve. 

Hearing of this. 

iHear./ 

L2 
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Edg. , This would have seem’d a period 

^0 such as love not sorrow; but another, 

To amplify too much, would make much more. 

And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a man. 
Who, having seen me in my worst estate, 

Shunn’d my abhorr'd society; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so endur’d, with his strong arms 
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
As he’d burst heaven; threw him on my father; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him 
That ever ear receiv’d; which in recounting. 

His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack. Twice then the trumpet sounded, 
And there I left him tranc’d. 

Lear on the Death of Cordelia 

Howl, howl, howl, howl ! — Oh, you are men of stones; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I’d use them so 
That heaven’s vault should crack : — Oh, she's gone 
for ever ! — 

I knoW when one is dead, and when one lives; 

She’s dead as earth. — Lend me a looking-glass; 

If that her breath wiL mist or stain the stone. 

Why then she lives. 

. . • * . a • 

This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so, 

It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master I [Kneding. 

Lear. Pr’ythee, away. 

A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
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I might have sav'd her; now she’s gone for jever!— 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 

What is’t thou say’st ? — Her voice was ever soft. 
Gentle, and low. 


Lear dying 

And my poor fooU is hang’d ! No, no, no life; 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat have life. 

And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lt come no more. 
Never, never, never, never, never ! 


MACBliTH 
Act I 

Witches described 

What are these. 

So wither’d, and so wild in their attirfl. 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth. 

And yet are on't ? Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand me 
By each at once her choppy fingers laying 
Upon her skinny lips : — ^you should be women. 

And 5'et your teards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

^ Macbeth's Temper 

Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is so full o’ the milk of human kindness. 

To catch the' nearest way : thou wouldst be great; 

* Poor fool, in the time of Shakes^re, was an expression 
of endearment. 
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Art not without ambition; but without 
The iDness should attend it. What thou wouldst 
highly, 

That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false, 
And yet wouldst wrongly win. 

N- Lady Macbeth* s Soliloquy on the News of 
Duncan's Approach 

f The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. * Come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal^ thoughts, unsex me here. 

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty 1" make thick my blood, 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse;* 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 

The effect and it ! Come to my woman's breasts, 

And take my ihilk for gall, you murdering ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on natuie's mischief I f Come, thick night. 

And pall* thee in the dunnest smoke of hell ! 

That my keen knife* see not the wound it makes; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry, Hold, Hold! 

. Macbeth's Irresolution 

If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly : if the assassination 
jCould trammel up the consequence, and catch, 

t ^ 

1 Murderous. * Pity. • Wrap as in a mantle. 

^ Knife ancientlyr meant a sword or dagger. 
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' With his $uf^$e, success; *that but this blow 
Might be the be-all*and the end-all here, 

But here, upon this banlfe and ^oal of time,— 

We’d juinp the life to come. — ^But, in these cases. 
We still have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justke 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd qiiali^^ ' 
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust : 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host. 
Who should against the murderer shut the dojr, 

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off : 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe. 

Striding the blast, or heaven's cherabin, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers^ of the air. 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 

That tears shall drown the wind. — have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself. 

And fa& on the other. 

• 

True Fortitude 

m 

I dare do all that may become a man; 

Who dares do more is none. 

r 

jyinds; sightless is invisible. 
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Act it * 

The Murdering Scene 

Is this a dagger which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch 
thee ; — 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshal'st me the way that I was going : 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses. 

Or else worth all the rest; I see thee still; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon,^ gouts* of blood. 

; Which was not so before. — ^There's no such thing: 
•It is the bloody business which informs 
Thus* to mine eyes. — ^Now o’er the one half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d' sleep I now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings; and withered murder, 
Alarum’d by his sentin'el, the wolf. 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 
With Tarquin's ra'^dshing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout. 

And take the present horror from the time, 

^ Haft. 1 • Drops. 
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WTiich now suits with it. — ^Whiles I threat, Ije lives; 
Words to the heat hf deeds too cold breath gives. 

[A beU rings. 

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven or to hell, [Exit. 

■ Enter Lady Macbeth 

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold : 

What hath quench’d them hath given me fire : — 
Hark ! — Peace 1 

It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman^ 
Which gives the stem’st good-night. He is about it : 
The doors are open, and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores; I have drugg'd 
their possets. 

That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. 

Macb. [Within^ Who’s there ? — ^whit, ho ! 

Lady M. Alack I I am afraid they have awak'd 
And ’tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed. 
Confounds us. — ^Hark ! — I laid their daggers ready. 
He could not miss them. — ^Had he not, resembled 
My father, as he sle|»ti| I had done’t. — ^My husband ? 

B^ter Magbetk 

Macb. I have done"'trfe deed : — didst thou not hear 
a noise ? 

Lady M. 1 heard the owl scream, and the crickets 


cry. 

Did you not speak ? 
Macb. 

Lady M. 


i Now 


When? 
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Macb^ As 1 descended ? 

Lady M. Ay. 

Macb. Hark !— 

Who lies i' the second chamber ? 

Lady M. Donalbain. 

idacb. This is a sorry sight. 

{Looking on his hands. 
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 
Mach. There's one did laugh in his sleep, and one 
cried ‘Murder 1 ' 

That they did wake each other: I stood and heard 
them : 

But they did say their prayers, and address'd them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodged together. 

Macb. One cried ‘God bless us,' and 'Amen' the 
other. 

As^ they had seen me, \vith these hangman's hands 
listening their 'fear. I could not say. Amen, 

When they did say God bless us. 

Lady.M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could I not pronounce Amen ? 
I had most need of blessing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 

After these wa3rs; so, it will make us mad. 

Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, ‘Sleep no 
more ! 

Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep; 

Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd sleave* of care. 

The ^th of each day's life, sore labour’s bath. 


*As if. 


I* Sleave is nnwrought silk. 
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f Baliii of hurt minds, great ftature's second cotQrse, 

I Chief nourisher in life’s feast; — 

Lady M. What do you mean ? 

Macb. Still it cried, ‘Sleep no morel' to all the 
house; 

'Glamis hath murder’d sleep; and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no morel' 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried ? Why, 
worthy thane, 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things. — Go, get some water. 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 

Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? 
They must lie there; go, carry them; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb. I’ll go no more; 

I am afraid to think what I have done; 

Look on't again, 1 dare not. 

Lady M. Infirm of purpose I 

Give me the daggers : the sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures : ’tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, *• 

I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal. 

For it must seem their guilt. * 

[Exit. Knocking within. 
Macb. Whence is that knocking ? 

How is’t with me, when every noise appals me ? 
What hands are here ? Ha 1 they pluck out mine eyes 1 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood j 
Clean from my hand ? No; this my hand will rather ' 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine,^ 

Making the green one red. . 

* To incarnadine is to stain M a flesh-colour. 
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t* 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth 

Lady M. My hands are of yourxolour; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [Knock.] I hear a knocking 
At the south entry : — retire we to our chamber; v 
A little water clears us of this deed : 

How easy is it then ! Your constancy'' 

Hath left you unattended. — [Knocking.] Hark I 

. more knocking; 

Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us. 

And show us to be watchers : be not lost 
So poorl3' in your thoughts. 

Mach. To Imow my deed, — ^*twere best not know 
" myself. [Knock, 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking I Ay, would thou 
could' st I [ExeufU. 


Act III 


Macbeth* s Guilty Conscience, and Fears of Banquo 


Lady M. How now, my lord; why do you keep 
alone. 

Of sorriest^ fancies your companions making ? 

Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without remedy 
Should be without regard : what's done is done. 

Mach. We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it; 
She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let 


The frame of things disjoint, both the W'orlds suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

‘ M4 St melancholy. 

I 



i 
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That shake us nightly : bettei; be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gainr our place, have sent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the jnind to lie 
In restless ecstasy.^ Duncan is in his grave; 

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well; 

Treason has done his Worst; nor steel, nor poison, 
llalice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further. 

• ••••• 

Oh, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife 1 
Thou know'st that Banquo and his Fleance live. 
Lady M. But in them nature's copy's not etgrne.® 
Macb, There's comfort yet; they are assailable; 
Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight; ere to black Hecate's summons 
" The shard-borne beetle,® with his drowsy hums, 

Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M, What's t© be done ? 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest 
chuck, ^ 

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling^ night 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 

And with thy bloody and invisible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale ! — ^Light thickens; and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 
Whiles night'<5 black agents to their prey do rouse. 

» Agony. 

^i.e. the copy, the lease, by which they hold their lives 
from nature, has its time of termination. 

® The beetle borne in the air by its^ shards or scaly wings. 

* A term of endearment. ■ i ® Binding. 
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t 

The Banquet Scene 

Lady M. My ro 3 ral lord, 

You do not give the cheer; the feast is ^Id, 

That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making — 

'Tis given with welcome : to feed, were best at home; 
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony; 

Meeting were bare without it. 

Macb. Sweet remembrancer I— 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both! 

Len. May it please your highness sit 1 

The Ghost of Banquo rises, and sits in 
Macbeth’s Place. 

Macb. Here had we now our country’s honour 
roof’d, 

Were the graced person of our Banquo present; 
Whom may I< rather challenge for imkindness. 

Than pity for mischance I 
Ross, His absence, sir. 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
To grace us with your royal company? 

Macb. The table’s full. 

Len. Here’s a place reserved, sir. 

Mad). Where ? 

Len. Here, my lord. What is’t that 

moves “your highness ? 

Mad). Which of you have done this ? 

Lords. What, my good lord ? 

Mad). Thou canst not say 1 did it :* never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

^oss. Gentlemen, ^se; his highness is not well. 
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Lady M. Sit, worthy frioids my lord is often 
thus. 

And hath been from his youtji : 'pray you keep seat : 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought^ 

He will again be well : if much you note him. 

You shall offend him, and extend his passion;* 

Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man ? 

Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M. O proper stuff : 

This is the very painting of your fear : 

This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said, , 

Led you to Duncan. Oh, these flaws,® and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear) would well become 
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire, 

Authorised by her grandam. Shame itself I 
Whj' do you make such faces ? When all’s done. 
You look but on a stool. 

Mach. Pry'thee, see there ! behold ! ^ook I lo 1 how 
say you ? — 

Why, what care I ? if thou canst nod, speak too. — 
If chamal-houses and our graves must send * 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. disappears. 

Lady M. What I quite unmann'd in folly ? 

Mach. If I stand here I saw him. 

Lady M. Fie, for shame ! 

Mach. Blood hath been shed ere now i' the olden 
time • 

Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal; 

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 

^As quick as tbopght. 

* Prolong his sufiering. ; * Sudden gusts. 
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Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out,' the man would die, 
And there an end : but now they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 

And push us from our stools : this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady M. My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget : — 

Do not muse^ at me, my most worthy friends; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To tljose that know me. Come, love and health to all. 
Then Fll sit down. Give me some wine, fill full : — 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

Ghost Rises 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all.* 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. Avaunt ! and quit my sight I Let the earth 
^ • hide thee ! 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 

Thou hast ng speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost gLre with ! 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers. 

But as a thing of custom; His no other; 

Only it spoils, the pleasure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare : 

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 

The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger. 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 


* Wonder. 


* i.e. all good wishes to all. 
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Shall never tremble^ or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 

If trembling I inhabit then,. protest me ^ . 

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow I 

[GAosf disappears. 

Unreal mockery, hence ! — ^Why, so; — ^being gone, 

I am a man again. — ^Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have displaced the mirth, broke the 
good meeting. 

With most admir’d disorder. 

Mach. Can such things be. 

And overcome^ us like a summer's cloud, • 
Without our special wonder ? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe,* 

When now I think you can behold such sights. 

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks. 

When mine are blanch'd with fear. 

Ross. What sights, my lord ? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; hb grows worse 
and worse; 

Question enrages him : at once, good-night ^ 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 

But go at once. • ^ 

Len. Good-night, and better health 

Attend his Majesty ! 

Lady M. A kftid good-night to all I 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendants. 

Mach. It will have blood : they say, blood will 
have bfood : 

Stones have b^ known to move, and trees to speak ; 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 


*Pass over. 


* Possess. 
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By magot-pies,^ and enoughs, and rooks, brought 
forth * 

The secret's! man of blood. 

Act IV 

The Power of Witches 

I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) answer me : 

Though you unite the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches; though the yesty* waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up : 

Though bladed com be lodg'd,® and trees blown down; 
Though castles topple® on their warders' head; 
Though palaces and p}Tamids do slope 
Their heads to their foundations : though the treasure 
Of nature's germins® tumble all together. 

Even till destniction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

• ' Malcolm's Character of Himself 

Mai. But I have none : the king-becoming graces. 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 

Bounty, perseverance, inercy, lowliness. 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them; but abound 
In the division of each several crime. 

Acting it many ways Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 

‘ Magpies. • Frothy. 

’Laid flat by wii^d or rain. ’Tumble. 

’Seeds whi|^ have begun to sprout. 
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Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. * 

Macd, O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

MaL If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 

I am as 1 have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern. 

No, not to live. — 0 nation miserable, 

With an untitled tyrant, bloody-sceptred. 

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again ? 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed, 

And does blaspheme his breed ?— Thy royal fatlier 
Was a most sainted king; the queen that bore thee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well ! 

These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself, 

Have banish’d me from Scotland. — 0 my breast, 

Thy hope ends here. 

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste but God above 
Deal between thee and me ! *for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction : here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman; never was forsworn : 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own : 

^Over-hasty credulity. 
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At no time broke my faith; would not betray 
The devil to his fellow; and delight 
No less in truth than life : my first false speaking 
Was this upon myself. What I am ^ruly, 

Is thine, and my poor country's, to command. 

An Oppressed Country 
Alas, poor country : 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Wiier® sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rend the air, 
Aic made, not mark'd : where violent sorrow seems 
A modem ecstasy the dead man's knell 
Is there scarce ask'd for who; and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying or ere they sicken. 

Maul tiff's Behaviour on the Murder of his 
Wife and Children 

Ross. Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words 
That would he howl'd out in the desert air. 

Where hearing should not latch^ them. 

Macd, ^ ^^'hat concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief,® 

Due to some single breast ? 

Ross, No mind, that's honest 

But in it shares some woe; though the’ main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

^Common distress of mind. * Catch. 

® K grief that has a single owner. 
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Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me; quickly let me have it. 

Ross, Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever,. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Hum ! I guess at it. 

Ross. Your castle is surprised; your wife and babes 
Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quarry ^ of these murder'd deer, 

To add the death of you. 

Mai. Merciful Heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon 3 'oiir brows; 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak 
Whispers the o'erfraiight heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children too ? 

^ . Ross. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence 1 

My wife kill'd too ? • 

Ross. I have said. 

Mai. Be comforted; 

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge,* 

To cure tliis deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — All my •‘pretty ones? 
Did you say all ? — O hell-kite ! — ^All ? 

What, all my i)retty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell swoop ? 

Mol. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. . I shall do so; 

But I must sdso feel it as a man : 

I cannot but remember such things were. 

That were most precious to me. — Did Heaven look on, 

* The game after it is killed. 
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And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 

Fell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them now I 
MaL Be this the whetstone of your sword: let 
grief 

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. Oil, I could play the woman with mine eyes 
And braggart with my tongue ! — ^But, gentle Heaven, 
Cut short all intermission;^ front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself; 
Within m3’ sword's length set him; if he 'scape, 
Heaven forgive him too I 
MaL This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready; 

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you 
may; 

Tlie night is long that never finds the day. 

’ Act V 

ScnNE.—iEnter Lady Macbeth, , with a taper. 

Gent, Lo \’ou, here she comes I This is her very 
guise; and, upon my hfe, fast asleep. Observe her : 
stand close. 

Doct, How Came she by that light ? 

Gent, Why, it st'iod by her : she ha§ light by her 
continually; 'tis her command. 

Doct, You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent, Ay, but their sense is shut. 

* All pause. 
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Doc/. 'What is it she doe^ now? Look, how she 
rubs her hands. * 

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem 
thus washing her hands; 1 Have known her continue 
in this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady M. Yet here’s a spot. 

Doc/. Hark ! she speaks : I will set down what 
comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more 
strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot 1 out, I say ! — One; 
two; why, then, 'tis time to do't : — Hell is murky !* — 
Fie; my lord, fie ! a soldier and afear’d ? What need 
we fear who knows it, when none can call our power 
to account ? — Yet who would have thought the old 
man to have had so much blood in him ? 

Doc/. Do you mark that ? 

Lady M. Tlie thane of Fife had a wife; where is she 

now ? What, will these hands ne'er be clean ? — 

No more o’ that, my lord, no more o’ that : you mar 
all with this starting. 

Doc/. Goto, goto; you have known what you should 
not. • 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure 
of that : Heaven knows what she has 'known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still; all the 
peifumes of Arabia will not sveeten this little hand. 
Oh ! oh I oh ! 

Doct. What a sigh is there I The heart is sorely 
charged. , 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my bosom 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct. Well, weD, well, — 

>Dark. * 
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GenU 'Pray God it be/' sir. 

Doct, This disease is beyond *my practice : yet I 
have known those which have walked in their sleep, 
who have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your nightgown; 
look not so pale : — I tell you yet again, Banquo's 
buried; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Doct, Even so ? 

Lady M. To bed, to bed; there’s knocking at the 
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand; 
what's dofie, cannot be undone ; to bed, to bed, to 
bed. 


Despised Old Age 

I have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fallen into the sear,^ the yellow leaf; 

And that which should accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have; but in their stead. 

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare 
not. 


'Diseases of the Mind Incurable 

c 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 

Raze out the written troubles of the birain; 

And with some sweet oblivious antidote, 

Cleanse the stuif'd bosom of that perilous stuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

' » Dry. 
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Rej}ections on Life 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace fibm day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle I 

Life's but a walking shadow; a poor player. 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Signifying nothing. 


OTHELLO 
Act I 
Preferment 

'Tis the curse of service; 

Preferment goes by letter, and affection. 

Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. ^ 

lago’s Dispraise oj Honesty 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall ifaark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 

Wears out his time, much like his master's ass, 

For naught but provender; and when he's old, 
cashier'd : 
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Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visafges of duty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves; 

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, whjen they have lined 
their coats, 

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul, 
And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago : 

In following him, I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ^ 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to jxeck at : I am not what I am. 

Love OihelWs Sole Motive for Marrying 
For know, lago, 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

I would not my unh msed^ free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. 

Othello's Description to the Senate of his Winning the 
Affections of Desdemona 

Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 

My very noble and approved good masters, 

^ Outward show of civility. ■ Unsettled. 
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That I have ta’en jiway this old man's daughter, 

It is most true; true, I iiave married her : 

The very head and front oi my offending 

Hath tliis extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 

And little bless'd with the soft phrase of peace; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action^ in the tented field; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In s]:)eaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what 
charms, 

W’iiat conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For such proceeding I am charged withal) 

[ u'on his daiigliter. 

Her father lov'd me : oft imdted me; 

Still question'd me the story' of my life. 

From year to year, — the battles, sieges, fortunes. 

That I have pass'd. 

[ ran it through, even from m}' boyish days 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 
^Vherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 
moving accidents by flood and field; 
hairbreadth 'scapes i' the imminent deadly breach ; 
being taken b}' the insolent foe, 

Vnd sold to slavery; of my redemption thence, 

Vnd portance:* in my travel's history. 

^Best exertion. •My behaviour. 

S. . 


M 
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This to ‘hear 

Would Desdeniona seriously incline: 

But still the house affairs would duw her thence; 
Whichever as she could with haste despatch. 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels^ she had something heard. 

But not intentively.* I did consent; 

And c'ften did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth suffer’d. My story being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 

She swore, — in faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 
strange; 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wish'd she^'had not heard it : yet she wish’d 
That Heaven had made her such a man : she thank’d 


mo; 

And \)QidQ me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story. 

And that would woo her Upon this hint I spake : 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass’d; 

And I lov^J her that 'she did pity them. 


Act II 


Perject Content 
O my soul's joy ! 

If after every tempest come such calms. 

May the., winds blov: till they have waken'd death I ^ 
^ Parts. * Intention and attention were once synonymous. 
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And let the labourijng bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-higli, and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If I were now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear. 

My soul hath her content so absolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Act III 

A Lover^s Exclamation 

Farewell, my Desdpmon^: I will come to* thee 
straight. 


[Exit Desdemona, 

^Excellent wietch ! Perdition catch my soul, 

But I do love thee I and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 

Othello's First Suspicion 

0th. What dost thou think ? 

lago. Think, my lord ? 

Oih. Think, my lord ! 

By Heaven, he echoes me, 

As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — ^Tfioti dost mean some- 
thing : 

I heard thee say but now, — thou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife : what didst not like ? 

And when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole Course of wooing, thou criedst. Indeed ? 
jAud didst contract and purse thy brow together, 

■As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
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Some horrible conceit. If thou dost love me, 

Sliow me thy thought. 

I ago. My lord, you know I love }ou. 

0th. I think thou dost; 

And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty, 
And weigh*st thy words before thou giv'st them 
breath, — 

Therefore tliese stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave, 

Are tricks of custom; but. in a man that’s just, 
They arc close delations, working from the heart, 
I'hat passion cannot rule. 

V ' Reputation 

Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord, ' 
the immediate jewel of their souls: 

W^io steals my purse steals trash ; 'tis something, 
nothing; ' 

'Twas mine, Tis his, and has been slave to thousands 
But Le that filches from me my good name 
: Robs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Othello* s Jealousy Gaining Ground 

Tliis fellow’s of exceeding honesty, 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 

Of human dealings. If I do j)ro\'o her haggard,* ’ 
Though that her jesses^* were m\' dear heart-strings 
IM whistle her off, and let her down the tvind, 

^ A species of ha^vk, also a tenn of reproach applied to s 
woman. 

• Straps of leather by which a hawk is held on the 6st. 
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To pref' at fortune. Haply/Jpr X. black . 

And have not those* soft p^rts of conversation 
'fhat chamberers^ have, or for I am declin'd 
tn{(/ the vale of years, — ^yef that’s not much — 
Sll^s.gone, I am abus’d; and my reliel 
Must be to loath her. O curse of marriage, 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites! I.had J^ather-be a to»id 
live^upoa the vapour of a dungeon. 

Iten keep a corner in tlu;^ thing I love 
For others' uses. 

Definition of JujlQusy 
Trifles light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of Holy Writ. 

The Tortures of Jcfklousy^ 

I ago. Look, wdiere he comes ! 

Not poppy, not mandr%gf‘i.i,* 
Sfoi all the drowsy syrups of the W’orld, • 

shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
A^hich thou ow’dst® yesterda^’. 

[Enter Othello, 

0th, Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

lago. Why, how now, general ? no more bf that. 
0th, Avaunt I be gone I thou hast set me on 
rack ; 

swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, 

Phan but to know't a little. 

^ Men of intrigue. * llie mandrake ^as a soporific quality. 

* Pos.«sess'd, 
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I ago. How now, my lord 1 

0th. What «iciise had I of her stolen houis of lust ? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 

I slept the next night well, was fiee and merry; 

I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen, 

Let him not know it, and he^s not lobb'd at all. 
logo, I din Gorry to hear this. 

0th, I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneeis^ and all, had tasted her sweet body, 

^So 1 had nothing known. Oh now, for ever, 
*Farevv;ell the tranquil mind ! laiewell content I 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars 
That make ambition virtue ! Oh, farewell ! 

Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill trump, 
;The spirit-stinmg drum, the ear-piercing fife. 

The royal banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 

And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The iminoital Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 

. Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone 1 
lago. Is it possible ? — My lord, — 

0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 

\Tak%ng him by the throai. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul. 

Thou hadst better have been bom a dog. 

Than answ^my wak'd wrath. 
lago. Is't come to this ? 

Oik. Make me to sce't; or (at the least) so prove it, 
That the probation bears no hinge or loop 

^ The vilest of the camp. Pioneers were generally con- 
sidered soldiers. 
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To haAg a doubt on; or woe upon thy life 1 . 
lago. My noble ford — 

0th, If thou dost slander her and torture me, 
Ne^ pray more : abandon all remorse 
On horror's head horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds to make HeaVen weep, all earth amaz’d, 
hor nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater than that. 

Lago, 0 grace ! O Heaven forgive me I 

Arc you a man ? have you a soul or sense } — 

God be wi' you; take mine office. — 0 wretched fool. 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

0 monstrous world ! Take note, take note, 0* world. 
To be direct and honest, is not safe. — 

1 thank you for this profit; and, from hence, 

ril love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 
Oih, Nay, stay : — thou should'st be honest. 
lago, I should be wise; for honesty's a fool. 

And loses that it works for. • 

0th, By the world, 

1 dunk my wife be honest, and think she isjuot : 

1 think that thou art just, and think thou art* not; 
I'll have some proof. Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd arfd black 
As riiine own face. — ^If there be cords or knives. 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams. 

I'll not endure it. — ^Would I were satisfifed 1 

OtMlo*s Story of the Handkerchief 

0th, That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 

* All tenderness, *all pity. 
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wag ^ chwner^^ and could almost read ^ 
fb^ihou^ljls of people. She told Iker, while she kept it, 
'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love; but if she lost i^ , 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should Iiuki 

After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me; 

And bid me, when my fate would have me give. 

To give it her. I did so : and take heed on't, 

Make it a darling like your precious eye; 

To lose 01 give't away, weie such perdition. 

As nothing else could match. 

DeL Is't possible ? 

Oih. 'Tis true; theie's magic in the web of it : 

;A sibyl, that had number'd m the world 
jThe sun to make two bundled comi>asses, 

In her prophetic fury sew'd the work : 

The worms were hallow'd that did breed the silk; 
And it was died in mummv, which the skilful 
Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

A Lover*s Computation of 2 'itne 
What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight hours ^ and lovers' absent houi s. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 
weary reckoning! 

Othello* s Fondness 

A fine ^\oman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 
lago. })ay, you most forget that. <. 

OfA. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned 
to-night; for she shall not live : no, my heart is turned 
t^stone : I strike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the 
* Enchantress. 
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world Aath not a creature; she might li^ by 

an emperor's side, and comnwd him tasks. 

Nay, that's not yoiyr way. 

T)th. Hang her, I do but say what she is :-r-so 
delicate with her needle ! — an admirable musician ! 
Oh, she will sing the savagejiess out of a bear ! — Of so 
liigh and plenteous wit and invention I 
lago. She's the worse for all this. 

Oih. Oh, a thousand, a thousand times : — and then, 
of so gentle a condition 
lago. Ay, too gentle. 

0 th. Nay, that's certain : but 5'et the pit}'' .of it, 
lago ! — Oh, lago, the pity of it, lago I 

His Confirmed Jealousy 
0 th. Mistress, — 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? • 

Oth. A}’'; 5’ou did wish that I w’ould make her turn : 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 

\nd turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep; • 

\ud she's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 

Very obedient; — Proceed you in your fears. — 
;3oncerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion ! 

[ am commanded home. "Get. you away; 

['ll send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate, 

Vnd will return to Venice. — ^Hence, avhunt ! 

, [Exit Desdemona. 

3assio shall have my place. And, — sir, to-night, 

[ do entreat that we may sup together, 
ifou are welcome, sir, to Cj^prus. — Goats and monkeys I 
^Of so sweet a disposition. 


M2 
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Act tv ' 


De^emma’s Presentiment qf her Death 

Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the 
bed. 

Des. Airs one : — Good father 1 how foolisli are our 
t "" minds ! — 

Ilf I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
{In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Pet. My mother had a maid call'd — Barbara; 

She was in love; and she he lov'd, proved mad, 
And did forsake her : she had a song of ‘willow/ 
And old thing 'twas, but it express'd her fortune. 
And she died singing it :^^that song, to-night, 

Will not go from my mind; I have much to do. 

But to go hang my head all at one side. 

And sing it, like poor Barbara. 


Othello's Pathetic Upbraiding of Desdemona 

Des. Upon my knees what doth your speech import ? 
I understand.a fury in your words. 

But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord; your true 

And l<jyal wi^e. 

i Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double damn'd. 
Swear thou art honest 



Des. Heaven doth truly know it. . 

0th. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as helL 
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Des. "To whom, my lord ? with whom ? how am I 
false ? 

0 th, O Desdemona I away, ! away I away ! 

]^s, Alas, the heavy day 1 — ^Why do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 

If, haply, you my father do suspect, 

An instrument of this your calling back. 

Lay not your blame on me; if you have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

^h. Had it pleas'd Heaven 

To try me with alBiction; had they rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare hee^d; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes; 

I should have found in some part of my soul 
lA drop of patience : but, alas ! to make me 
A fixed figure of the time, for the hand of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at ! — 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well : 

But there, where I have garner'd up^ my heart; 
Where either I must live, or bear no life; 

The fountain from the which my current runs,* 

Or else dries up; to be discarded thence I 
Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads 
To knot and gender in ! — Turn thy complexion 
there ! • 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubim; 

Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

Des, I hope my noble .lord esteems me honest, 

Oih. bh, ay; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
Th^quicken even with blowing. 

Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so, sweet, 
^Treasured up. 
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That the sense aches at* tliee,! — 'would thou^ had'st 
ne'er beeji 

Da. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committ^ ? 
CHh. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to ^vrite whore upon ? What committed 1 
Committed ! — O thou public commoner ! 

I should make very forges of my cheeks. 

That would to cinders bum up modesty, 

Did I but speak thy deeds. — ^What committed! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 

Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear it. What committed ! — 
Impudent strumpet ! 

Des. By Heaven, you do me wiong. 

0th. Arc not you a strumpet ? 

^ i3cs. No, as I am a Christian : 

{If to ])reserve this vessel for mv lord, 
jFrom anv other foul unlawful touch, 
fBe not to be a stiumpet, 1 am none. 

0th , What, not a whore ? 

De^. No, as I shall be saved. 

0th, Is it possiblf* ? 

, Des, Oh, Hfeaven fotqive us ! 

5 0th, I cry you mercv, then; 

I took you for that cunning wdiore of Venice. 

That married with Othello. 

Des hmona's Fidelity 

Alas, lago, 

^fiat shall I do to win my lord again ’> 

Ajood friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven, 
I know not how I lokt him. Here I kneel : — 
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If e'ei^my will did^trespass 'gainst liis love, • 

Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed; 

Or that mine eyes, mine eqrs, or any sense. 
Delighted them in any other form; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will, — ^though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — ^love him dearly, 

Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much. 
And his unkindness may defeat my life. 

But never taint my love. 

Act V 

Othello* s Irresolution to Murder Dcsdemona 

•» • t 

Scene. A Bedchamber : Dcsdemona in bed, 
asleep; A light burning 
It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul, — 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 

It is the cause. — Yet Fll not shed her blood : 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. , 

[Takes off his ^word. 

Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then put out tfie light 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

I can again thy former light restore, 

Should I repent me : but once put out thine. 

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat, 

That can thy life relume. When I have pluck'd thy 
rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth af;ain, 

^ t.e, the light of life. 
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It needs must wither : — '(il smell it on the trie. — 

' [Kwstwg her. 

O bajmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword ! — On e m ore, one n^ore. — 
rjro thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
’And love thee after. — One more, end this the lagf : 
^S o swe et was ne’er so fatal. I must weep. 

But thej' are cruel tears : this sorrow's heavenly : 
It* strikes where it doth love. 

His Confusion after the Murder 

Yesj — 'tib Emilia : — ^by-and-by. She's dead. 

'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death : 

The noise wts high. — ^Ha I no more moving ? 

Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? Were't good ? 
r think she stirs again : no. — ^What's the best ? 

If she come in, she'll surely speak to my wife : 

My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? — I have no wite : 

O insupportable I O heavy hour ! 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon : and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 




is Love 

Had she been true, 

If Heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,^ 

I'd not have sold her for it. ^ 

Behold ! I have weapon; 

A better never did itself sustain 
* A precious stone. 
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Upon it soldier's thigh : I have seen the day. 

That, with this little arm, and this good sword, 

I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your st6p. — But, 0 vain bo*ast J 
can control his fate ? 'tis not so now. — 

Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d; 

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt. 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go back dismay’d ? 'tis a lost fear; 

Man but a rush against Othello's breast, 

And he retires ! where should Othello go ? — 

Now, how dost thou look now ? 0 ill-starr'd wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at co!npt,^ 
Tins look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ? 
Even like thy chastity. — 

0 cursed, cursed slave ! — ^Whip me, ye devils, 

From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 

Blow me about in winds, roast me iij sulphur ! 

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! — 

0 Desdemona ! Desdeniona ! dead ? 

Dead ? oh I oh ! oh 1 

His Speech before his Death j 

Soft you; a word or two before you go. 

1 have done the state some service, and thqj' know it ; 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters. 

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me* as I am; nothing extenuate, 

Nor down aught in malice : then must you speak 
Of one, that loved not wisely, but too well ; 

^ Account.* 
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Of one not easily jealous'*, but, being wrough('. 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one', whose hand. 

Like the base Judean, threw a pearl awav, 

I Richer than all his tribe; *oi one, whus“ subdu'd eyes, 
I'Albeit unus'd to the melting mood, 
jDrop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
;^Their medicinal gum. Set you down this : 

And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once. 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And smote him — thus. [S/«6s himself. 


ROMEO AND JULIET 
Aci I 
' Love 

Love is a smoke rais’d with the fume of sighs; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkhng in lover's e\es, 

Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with lover's tears; 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a pieserving sw'eet. 

On Dreams 

Oh, then, I see, Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies’ ir/’dwife; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate stone 
On the forefinger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies^ 

^ Atoillb. 



369 


ROMEO AND JULIET* 

' Athwalt men’s noses as they He asleep : 

Her wagon spokes made of long spinners' legs; 

The cover, of the wings of ^grasshoppers; 

The traces of the smallest spider's web; 

The collars, of the moonshine's wat'ry beams : 

Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film : 

Her wagoner, a small gray-coated gnat. 

Not half so big as a lound little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid : 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Tlirough lovers' brains, and then they dream of love : 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight: 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 
Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier's nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suiter 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tsffil. 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep, 

Then dreams he of another benefice : * 

Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep; and th6n anon 
Drums in hfe ear; at which he starts, and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two. 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 

That plats the manes of horses in the night; 

^ A place in court. 
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And bakes the ell-locks^ 'in foul sluttish hair^ 
Which, once luitangled, much misfortune bodes : 
This _is the hag, when maids lie on their back, 
That presses them, and learns them 5rst to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage. 

This, this is she — 

Row. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace; 

Thou talk'st of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams; 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air; 

And lirorc inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now, the frozen bosom of the north, 
lAnd, being anger’d, puffs away from thence. 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 


description of a Beauty 

Oh, she does teach the torches to burn bright ! 
It seemo she hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s* ear : 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear 1 
So shows a snowj' d^ve trooping with crows. 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

^ i.e, fairy locks, locks of hair clotted and tangled in 
night. 

* An Ethiopian, a black. 



371 


ROMEO 'AND JULIET. 

• Act II 

The Garden Scene 

Enter Romeo 
Rom. He jests at scars that never felt a wound. — 
[Juliet appears above at a window. 
But, soft ! what light through yonder window breaks; 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 

Be not her maid,^ since she is envious : • 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. — 

It is my lady; Oh, it is my love : 

Oh, that she knew she. were ! — 

She speaks, yet she says nothing; what of that ? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it.— 

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes * • 

To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head : 

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars. 
As daylight doth a lamp,\ h^r eye in heaven 
W^'ould through the airy region stream so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how sl\e leans her cheek upon her hand. 

Oh, that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheek. 

Ah me ! 

^ A votary to the mobn, to Diana. 
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Rom,> She spJaks : — 

Oh, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this nighty being t.'er my head. 

As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 

And sails upon the bosom of tlie air. 

JtiL O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but my sworn love. 

And ril no longer be a Capulet, 

' Rom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this ? 

[Aside. 

Jul. ’Tis but thy name that is my enemy. 

What’s in a name ? that which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet : 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d. 

Retain that dear perfection which he owes,^ 

Without that title : — Romeo, dolf* thy name : 

And for that name, which is no part of thee, 

Take all myself. 

Rom. ' I ^\ke thee at thy word: 

CaU me but love, and I’ll be new baptized; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in 
night, 

So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

* Owns, possesses. * Do off. 
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BecausI it is an enemy to 14iee; 

Had I it written, I -would tear the word. 

Jid. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue’s utterance, "yet I know the sound; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jid. How earnest thou hither, tell me ? and where- 
fore ? 

f'The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb; 

And the place death, considering who thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o’er-perch these 
walls; • 

For stony limits cannot hold love out : 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt. 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let^ to me. 

Jud. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye 
Then twenty of their swords : look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity*. 

Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee here. 
Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from, their 
sight; 

And, but thou love me,* let them find me here : 

My life were better ended b5’’ their hate, 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out this 
place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire : 
He lent me 'counsel, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 

As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea, 

^ Hindrance. * Unless thou love me. 
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I woul(} adventure for siich merchandise. C 
Jul, Thou know'st the mask of ‘night is on my face, 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint rny cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke : but farewell compliment I 
Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say. Ay; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear’st, 
Thou may'st prove false; at lovers' perjuries. 

They say Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won. 

I'll frdwn and be perverse, and say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo; but else not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond; 

And therefore thou mayst think my 'haviour^ light 
But trust me, gentleman. I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange.* 
I should have Ijeen more strange, I must confess. 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was 'ware. 

My true love's passion : therefore pardon me; 

And not impute this yielding to light love, 

Which the dark night hath so discovered, 

Rom, Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 

That tips with silver alL these fruit-tree tops — 

Jul. Oh, swear not by Jhe moon, the inconstant moon. 
That monthly changes in her circled orb. 

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all : 

Ot, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 

> Behaviour^^ ' 


•Shy. 
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Whichiis the god of my idolatry. 

And I’ll believe th 4 e. 

Rom. If my heart’s dear love-j 

Jvl. Well, do not swear * although I joy in thee, 

I have no joy of this contract to-night; 

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden : 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere one can say. It lightens. Sweet, good-night I 
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. ‘ 
Good-night, good-night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 

Rom. Oh, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfiedT? 

Jid. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 
Rom. The exchange of thy love’s faithful vow for 
mine. 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it ? fpr what purpose, 
love ? 

/frf. But to be frank, ^ and give it thee again. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have : * . 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep; the more I give te thee. 

The more I have, for both ’are infinite. 

, [Nurse calls within. 

I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu ! 

Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague-, be true. 

Stay but a, little, I will come again. [Exit. 

Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard. 

Being in night, all this is but a dream : 

Too flattering sweet to be substantial. 

* Free. 



376 THE BEAUTIES OF iHAKESPEARE 

Re-enter )tiliet, above. ( 

Jul. Three words, dear Romefo, and good-nighf, 
indeed. 

If that thy bent^ of lov^e be honourable, 

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 

By one that Til procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 

And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world. 
Nurse, [Wiihin.] Madam. 

Jul, 1 come anon : — but if thou mean'st not well, 
I do beseech thee, — 

Ntirie, [Withini\ Madam. 

JuL By-and-by, I come : — 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom. So thrive mv soul. — 

Jul. A thousand times good-night 1 [Exit. 

Rcnn. A thousand times the worse, to want tliy light. 
Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their books; 
But love from love toward school with heavy looks. 
.. ' [Retiring slowly. 

Re-enter Juliet above. 

Jul. Hist ! Romeo, hist ! — Oh, for a falconer's voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle^ back again ! 

Bondage is hoarse, and ^uay not speak aloud ; 

Else would I tear the cave where echo lies. 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse then mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my name. 
How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night, 
JLike softest music to attending ears ! 

* Inclination. ' • The male of the goshawk. 
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JuL jjRomeo ! , • 

Rom. My -dear ! 

JuL At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ? * 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

/«/. I will not fail; 'tis twenty years till then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 
JuL I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Kememb'ring how I love thy company. 

• Rom. And Lll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

JuL Tis almost morning, I would have thee*gone ! 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird; 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 

Like a poor prisoner, in his twisted gyves, ^ 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again. 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. , 

Jill. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing, 
(iood-night, good-night ! parting is such sweet* s^^rrow. 
That I shall say good-night till it be morrow. 

Love’s Heralds 

Love’s heralds should be thoughts, , 

Which ten times faster glide than the^un's beams. 
Driving back shadows over low’ring hills : 

Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love. 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 


* Fetters. 
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• Violent Delights not^Lasting ^ 

These violent delights have violent ends, 

And* in their triumph die : like fire and powder. 
Which, as they kiss, consume. 

Lovers Light of Foot 
Oh, so light of foot 

Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 

A lover may bestride the gossamers^ 

That idle in the wanton summer air. 

And yet not fall; so light is vanitj\ 

Act III 

Picltfre of a Brawler 

Thou ! wliy, thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath . 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast. 
Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, 
having no other reason but because thou hast hazel 
eyes. Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing 
in the ^street, because he hath wakened thy dog that 
hath 'lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet before^ 
Easter ? with’ another, ,fur tying his new shoes with 
old ribbon ? And yet thou wilt tutor me from 
quarrelling 1 

Borneo on his Banishment 
Scene. Friar Laurence's Cell 
Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo 
Fri. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his lips. 

Not body’s death, but body’s banishment. 

*■ The long white filament which flies in the air. 
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Rom.lHa ! banishment ? be merciful, say death ; 

. For exile hath more* terror in his look, 

Much more than death : do not say banishmenj. 

Uri. Hence from Verona art thou banished : 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

' Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
J^ut purgatory, torture, hell itself. 

^Hcnce banished is banish'd from the world, 

And world's exile is death; — then banishment. 

Is death mis-lerm'd; calling death banishment, 

Tliou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe, 

And smilest upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. 0 deadh’ sin ! O nide unthankfulness ! 

Tliy lault our law calls death; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath nish'd aside the law. 

And turn'd that black word death to banishment, 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy; heaven is here,. 
Where Juliet lives; and every cat, and dog, 

And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 

IJve here in heaven, and may look on her, ^ 

But Romeo may not. — More validity^ 

More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 

And steal immortal blessing from her lips; 

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty, * 

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin; 

But Romeo may not; he is banish'd : 

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly. 

They are free men, but I am banished. 

And say'st thou yet that exile is not death ? 

* Worth, value. 
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Hadst thou no poisdn mix’d, no sharp -grounc’ 
knife, • 

No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so mean. 
But— banished — to kill me; banished ? 

O friar, the damned use that word in hell; 

Howlings attend it : how hadst thou the heart. 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend professed, 

To mangle me with that word banishment ? 

Fri. Thou fond madman, hear me but speak 
word. 

Rom. Oh, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 
Fri. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word; 
Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy. 

To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yet banished ! — Hang up philosophy I 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, ' 

Dispiant a town, reverse a prince’s doom : 

It helps not, it prevails not; talk no more. 

Fri. Oh, then, I see that madmen have no ears. 
Rom. How should they, when that wise men have 
• no eyes ? 

Fri. l^t me dispute wth thee of thy estate. 

Rom. Thou'canst no^' speak of what thou dost not 
feel : 

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 

Doting like mfe, and like me banished. 

Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear tin 
hair, 

j.^d fall upon the ground as I do now, 

Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 
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• • 

Reluctance of Lovers to Part 

Scene. Juliet's Chamber 

JiiL Wilt thou be gone ? * It is not yet near Say. 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 

' Tiiat pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 

' Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom, It was the lark, the herald of the mOm, 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east; 

Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ; 

I must be gone and live, or stay arid die. 

fid. Yon light,, is not daylight, I, know it, I: 

It i- some meteor that the sun exhales, 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua; 

T!ierefore stay yet, thou need'st not* to be gone. 

Rom. Let me b.e ta'en, let me be put to death; 

I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 

Til say yon gray is not the morning's eye, ' 

'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow;^ 

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes ’do beat 
The vanity heaven so high above our heads : 

I have more care^ to stay than will to go; — 

Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills ‘it so, — 
How is't, my soul ? let’s talk, it is riot da\'. 


i Reflection of the moon. 


* Inclination. 
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Act IV • 

Juliet's Resolution 

Oh, bid me leap, rather then marry Paris, ’ 

Fiom off the battlements of yonder tower : 

Or walk in thievish ways; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring bears : 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 

O’er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling l)oiies. 
With reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls : 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 

To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

Juliet's Soliloquy on Drinking the Opiate 

Farewell ! — G,od knows when we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 

I'll caJl them back again to comfort me; — 

Nurse ! — ^What should she do here ? 

My dismal sceiie I need" must act alone. — 

Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 

Must I of force be married to the county ? — 

No, no; — this sliall forbid it : — ^lie thou there. — 

[Laying down a dagger^ 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead; 

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd. 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 
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I fear ii|is : and yet methinfts it should* not. 

For he hath still been tried a holv man : 

f 

i will not entertain so bad a thought. — 

How, if when I im laid intd the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there's a fearful point ! 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vauJt, 

To wliose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in. 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes i 
Or, if I live, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, • 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Julies fest'ring in his shroud; where, as they say, 

At some hours in the night spirits resort; — 

Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I, ^ 

So early waking, — ^what with loathsome smells. 

And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth. 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad • 

Oh ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught,* 

Environed with all these hideous fears*? 

And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from liis shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsn^an's bone. 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 

Oh look ! n\elhinks I see my cousin's ghost 

* The fabulous accounts of the plant called a mandvahe give 
it a degree of animal life, and when it is torn from the ground 
it groans, which is fatal to him that pulls it up. 

* Distracted. 
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Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body ( 
Upon a ra])ier's point. — ^Stay. Tybalt, stay ! 
Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[SA^ throws herself on the 

Joy Changed to Sorrow 

All things that we ordained festival, 

Turn from their office to black funeral : 

Our instruments to melancholy bells; 

Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast : 

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change : 

Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 
iVnd all things change them to the contrary. 

Act V 

Romco*s Description and Discourse with the 
Apothecary 

Well, Juliet y' I will lie with thee to-night. 

Let's see for means : — O mischief, thou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men I 
I do 'remember an apothecary, — 

And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with o'erwhelming brow. 
Culling of simples^; meagre were his looks. 

Sharp misery had w^'ra him to the bones : 

And in hi& needy shop a tortoise hung, 

An alligator stuff'd, and other skins 
Of ill-shaped fishes: and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 

Green earthem pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
‘Herbs. 
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Wereithinly scatter'd, to make up a show. . . 
Noting this penurjf, to myself I said, — 

And if a man did need a poison now. 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 

Oh, this same thought did but forerun my need; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 

As I remember, this should be the house : 

Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — * 

What, ho I apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary 

Ap. Who calls so loud ? 

Rom, Come hither, man. — I see, that thou art poor, 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison; such soon-speeding geer^ 

As will disperse itself through all the veins. 

That the life- weary taker may fall dead; 

And that the trunk may be discharg'd of breath 
As violently as hasty powder fir'd • 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Manjua's law 
Is death to any he that utters them. • 

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness. 
And fear'st to die? famine.is in thy ’cheeks, ' 

Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes. 

Upon thy back hangs ragged misery; 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worM's law : 

The world affords no law to make tliee rich; 

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this, 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 

* Stun. 


s. 


N 
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f 

And drink it ofE; and, if you had the strengtn 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 

jRa». There is thy gold, worse poison to men's souls, 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world 
Than these poor compounds that thou maj^st not sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 

Farewell; buy food, and get thyself in flesh. 

The Contest of Romeo and Pans 

Par. Stop thy unhaUow'd toil, vile Montague! 

Can vengeance be pursued farther than death ? 
Condcxuned villain, I do apprehend thee : 

Obey, and go with me; for thou must die. 

Rom. I must indeed; and therefore came I hither. — 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 

Fly hence, and leave me; think upon these gone : 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth. 

Heap not another sin upon mv head. 

By urging me to fury; — Oh, be gone ! 

By Heaven, I love thee better than myself; 

For I. come hither arm'd against myself : 

Stay not, be gone; — ^live, and hereafter say — 

A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Pur. I do defy tl y conjurations,^ 

And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, 

boy. [They fight. 

• • • • • 

Par. Oh, I am slain I [Falls\ — If thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me mth Juliet. [Dies. 

Rom. In faith, I will. — ^Let me peruse this face 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris ; 

^ I refuse to do as thou conjurest me to do; t.e. to depart; 
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VVhatisaid my man, when my betossed soul * 

Did not attend him as we rode ? I think 
He told me Paijs should hgive married Juliet : 

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 

Or, am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 

To think it was so ? Oh, give me thy hand, 

One writ with me in sour misfortune's book 1 

Romeo's Last Speech over Juliet in the Tomb 

O my love ! my wife I 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath. 
Math had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer’d; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks. 

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there. — 
T 3 d)alt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? . 

Oh, what more favour can I do to thee. 

Than with that hand that cut thy ycmth in twain. 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me, cousin ! — ^Ah, dear Juliet, 

Why art thou yet so fair ! Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous; 

And that the lean abhorred monster Iceeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 

For fear of that I will still stay with thee; 

And never from this palace of dim night** 

Depart again; here, here will I remain 

With worms, that are thy chambermaids; Oh, here 

Will I set up my everlasting rest; 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 

From this world-wearied flesh.-^Eyes, look your last 1 

Arms, take your last embrace !* and lips, 0 you 
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The doors of breath, seaf with a righteous kip^ 

A dateless bargain to engrossing ‘death ! 

Com^j bitter conduct/ come, unsavoury guide I 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once rim on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark I 
Here's to my love !— ^Z)nwfe.] O true apothecary I 
Thy drugs are quick. — ^Thus with a kiss I die. 

[Dies, 


TIMON OF ATHENS 
Act I 
Painting 

The painting is almost the natural man; 

For since dishonour traffics with man's nature. 

He is but outside : these pencill'd figures are 
Even such as they give out.^ 

The Pleasures of Doing Good 

O you gods, think I, what need we have any friends, 
if we should never have need of them ? they were the 
most needless creatures living, should we ne'er have 
use for them I and would most resemble sweet instru- 
ments hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to 
themselves. Why I have often wished myself poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do 
benefits; and what better or properer can we call our 
own, than the riche- of our friends? O wjiat a precious 
comfort 'tis to have so many, like brothers, command- 
ing one another's fortunes. 

* Conductor. 

• Pictures have no hypocrisy, they are what they profess to be. 
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Act II 

* A Faithfut Steward 

So the gods bless me, 

When all our offices^ have been oppress'd 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine; when every ropm 
Hath blazed with lights and bray'd with minstrelsy; • 
I have retired me to a wasteful cock,* 

And set mine eyes at flow. 


Ingratitude 

They answer in joint and corporate voice, 

That now they are at fall,* want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would : are sorry — ^you are honour- 
able, — • 

But yet they could have wish'd — they know not — 
but 

Something hath been amiss — noble nature • 

May catch a wrench — ^would all were well — 'tis pity — 
And so, intending^ other s^ious matters. 

After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,® 
With certain half-caps® and oold-moving nods. 

They froze me into silence. 

» The apartments allotted to culinary offices, etc. 

•A pipe with a turning stopple running to waste. 

at an ebb. ^ 

^ Intending had anciently the same meaning as attending. 
■Broken hints, abrupt remarks. 

■A half-cap is a cap slightly mdved, not put off. 
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Act III , 

The Miserable Shifts of IngjratUude 

Ser. My honoured lord, — [To Lucius. 

Luc. Servilius 1 you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 
well : — commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, 
my very exquisite friend. 

Scr. ,May it please your honour, my lord hath 
sent 

Luc. Ha 1 what has he sent ? I am so much en- 
deared to that lord; he's ever sending : how shall 
I thank him, thinkest thou ? And what has he sent 
now ? 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion now, 
my lord, requesting }'our lordship to supply his instant 
use with so many talents. 

LuC. I know his lordship is but merry with me; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in tbe meantime he wants less, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous,’- 
I shopld not urge it half so faithfully. 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius ? 

Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Luc. What a wicke 1 -beast was I to disfurnish 
myself against such a good time, when I might have 
shouTi mys^ honourable ! how unluckily it happened 
that I shotQd purchase the day before for a little part, 
and tmdo a great deal of honour; Servilius, now, 
before the gods, I am not able to do't; the more 
beast, I say : — ^I was sending to use lord Timon myself, 
these gentlemen can witness; but I would not, for the 
^ If he did net want for a good use. 
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wealth of Athens, I had done it now. ) Commend me 
bounttfully to his, good lordship; and I ho^ his 
honour will conceive the fairest of me, becanse|i have 
no power to be kind: and teU him this from me, 
I count it one of my greatest afflictions, say, that I 
cannot pleasure such an honourable gentleman. Good 
Servilius, will you befriend me so far as to use mine 
own words to him ? 

Ser. Yes, sir,. I shall. , 

Luc. I will look yon out a good turn, Servilius 

[Exit Servilim. 

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed; 

And he, that’s once denied, will hardly si^eedt 

[Exit. 

Against Duelling 

Your words have took such pains, as if they labour’d 
To bring man^ughter into form, and set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed. 

Is valour misbegot, and came into t^e world 
When sects and factions were but newly bom : 

He’s truly valiant* that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe; and make hfs wrongs 
His outsides, to wear them like his raiment carelessly; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart. 

To bring it into danger. * 

Act IY 

Timoti's Execration of the Athenians 
Scene. Without the Watts of Athens 
Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall. 

That girdlest in those wolves I Dive in the earth. 

And fence not Athens I Matrons, turn incontinent 1 
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Obedience fair in children*! slaves and fools ^ 

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate *from the bench, 
And rfinister in their steads 1 to general filths^ 
Convert o' the instant green virginity 1 
Do't in your parent's eyes, bankrupts, hold fast; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives. 

And cut your trusters' throats I bound servants, steal I 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are. 

And pill by law 1 maid, to thy master's bed; 

Thy mistress is o' the brothel I son of sixteen. 

Pluck the lin'd crutch from the old limping sire, 
With it beat out his brains I piety and fear. 

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood. 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades. 

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 

Decline to your confounding contraries,* 

And yet confusion live I — Plagues, incident to men. 
Your potent and inlectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou cold sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As laiiiely as their manners I lust and liberty,* 

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth; 

That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot I itches, blains. 

Sow all the Athenian bosoms; and their crop 
Be general' leprosy I breath infect breath; 

That their soefety, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison I Nothing I'll bear from thee 
But nakedness, thou detestable town I 

^Common sewers. 

contrarieties, whose nature is to waste or destroy 
l^iCn other * For libertinism. 
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Friend Forsaken 

As we do turn our backs 
From our companion thrcrwn into his grave. 

So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their false vows with him. 
Like empty purses pick'd; and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air. 

With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 

Walks, like contempt, alone. 

On Gold 

• 

Earth, yield me roots 1 [Digging. 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison I What is here ? ' 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gbds, 

I am no idle votarist.^ Roots, you clear heavens I 
Thus much of this will make black white; foul, fair; 
Wrong, right; base, noble; old, •young; coward, 
valiant. 

Ha, you gods ! why this ? What this, you gods ? Why 
tliis 

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides; 
Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads 
This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions; bless the accurs'd; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador'd; place^ thieves. 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench : this is it 
That makes the wappen'd* widow wed ^ain ! 

She, whom the spital house, and ulcerous sores •, 

^ No insincere or inconstant supplicant. Gold will notservf 
me instead of roots. *Sont>w£id. 

N2 
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VVoulfi cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To th« April day again.^ Come,* damned earth. 
Thou, a>mmon whore of mankmd, ^t putt'st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. 


Timon’s Hatred of Mankind 

Alctb. Wliat art thou there ? Speak. 

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy 
heart. 

For st\owing me again the eyes of man I 
Alcib. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to 
thee. 

That art thyself a man ? 

Tim. I am misantkropos, and hate mankind. 

For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog. 

That 1 might love thee something. 


Ttmon to Aldbiades 

Go on, — there’s gold, — go on; 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 

Will o'er some high-v':ed dty hang his poison 

In the sick air : let not thy sword skip one : 

Pity not honour’d age 'for his white beard. 

He's a usurer strike me the counterfeit matron; 

It is her habit only that is honest. 

Herself s a bawd ; let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant* sword : for those milk-paps. 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 

* * is. Gtdd restores her 'to all the swee t ne ss and freshness of 
yontk. • Cutting. 
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Are njt within the leaf of ^ity writ, ^ . / 

Set them down horrible traitors : spare not th| babe, 
Whose dimpled aniles from fools exhaust their mercy; 
Think it a bast&rd,^ whom* the oracle * 

Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat shall cut. 

And mince it sans remorse :• swear against objects;* 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 

Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes. 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 

Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy soldiers :• 
Make large confusion; and, thy fury spent, 
Confounded be thyself I Speak not; be gone. 


His Rejtectioiis on the Earth 

That Nature, being sick of man's unkindness. 
Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother, thou, 

[Dfggmg. 

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infiaite breast,* 
Teems, and feeds all; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof th}' proud child, arrogant man, is puff’d, 
Engoiders the black toad, and adder blue, * 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’d worm,® 

With all the abhorred births below crisp® heaven 
Whereon Hj^perion’s quickeiung fire doth shine; 

Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate. 

From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor, root I 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptions wdinb. 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 

^ An allusion to the tale of (Edipus. * Without pity. 

’ 1.0. against objects of charity and compassion* 

* Boundless suxiace. 

^The serpent called the blind worm. f Bent. 
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Go t withe tigers, dragons, wolves, and bee^ 
Teem Mth new monsters, whom upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Nevef presented ! — Oh, root, — dear tlianks I 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough -tom leas; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts. 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind. 

That from it all consideration slips 1 

. His Discourse with Apeniantus 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected; 

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 

From cnange of fortune. Why this spade ? this place ? 

This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care ? 

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft. 
Hug their diseased perfumes,^ and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods 
By putting on the cunning of a carper 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee; hinge thy knee 
And let his very breath, whom thoult observe, 

Blow off thy cap; praise his most vicious strain. 

And call it excellent : thou wast told thus; 

Thou gavest thine ears, like tapsters, that bid welcome. 
To knaves and all approachers; "tis most just 
That thou turn rascal; . hadst thou wealth again, 
Rascals should hav’t. Do not assume thy likeness. 
Tim, Were ITike thee, I'd throw away myself, 
Apem. Thou has! cast away thyself, being like 
thy^lf; 

A madman so long, now a fool. What, think'st 
^ i,e, their diseased perfumed mistresses. 

* i.e, shame not these woods by finding fault. 
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• \ t 

That bleak air, tliy boisterous chamberUm, 

Will put thy shirt 5 n warm ? W'ill these mossn trees 
’ That have outliv'd the eag'le, page thy heels, , 

And skip when thou point'st out ? Will the cold brook. 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste. 

To cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit ? Call the creatures, — 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreckful heaven; whose bare unhoused trunks. 

To the conflicting elements exposed, * ^ 

Answer mere nature, — ^bid them flatter thee; 

Oh I thou shalt find 


Tim. Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm 
With favour never clasp’d; but bred a dog. 

Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, ^ proceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou wouldst have plunged thyself 
In general riot; melted down thy yeuth 
In different beds of lust; and never leam’d 
The icy precepts of respect,® but follow’d , 

The sugar’d game before thee. But myself, * 

Who had the world as my confectionary; 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame emplo3nnent : 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s bnish ,, 

Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bat#/' 

For every storm that blows; — ^I, to bear this. 

That never knew but better, is some burden : 

That nature did commence in sufferance, time 

* From infancy. , 

*Tbe cold admonitions of cantious prudence; 
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Hath made thee hard in’t!^ Why ^ouldst thoy hat< 
mtn? 

They .never flatter’d thee : what hast thou given ? 

If thou wilt curse, — ^thy father, that* poor rag, 

Must be thy subject; who, in spite, put stofi 
To some she-beggar and compounded thee. 

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone I — 

If thou hadst not been bom the worst of men. 

Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

4 


On Gold 

O thou sweet king-killer and dear divorce 

[Looking on the gold, 

'Twixt natural son and sire I thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen’s purest bed 1 thou valiant Mars ! 

Thou ever young, fresh, loved, and delicate wooer, 
Who^ blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Diana’s lap I thou visible god, 

That solder'st close impossibilities, 

And makest them kiss I that speak’st with every 
tongue 

To every purpose ; O thou touch^ of hearts ! 

Think, thy sla.ve man rebels : and by thy virtue 
Set them into confou..ding odds, that bea«ts 
May have the world in empire I 

• 

. Timon to the Thieves 


Why should you want ? Behold, the earth hath 
. loots; 

JffiOm this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
^fte oak bears mast, the briers scarlet hips; 

^For toachstonc. 
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Tlie ty>imteoas housewife, Mature, on *each bsh 
Lays her full mess* before you. Want ? why Ivant ? 

I Thief, We cannot live on grass, on berries, 'water. 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and 
fishes; 

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con. 
That you are thieves profess’d; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited^ professions. Rascal thieves, 

Here’s gold: go suck the subtle blood of the 
grape 

Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth. 

And so ’scape hanging : trust not the physician; 

His antidotes are poison, and he ^ys 

More than you rob : take wealth and lives together; 

Do villainy, do, since you profess to do’t. 

Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery : 

The sun's a thief, and with his greafr attraction 
Robs the vast sea : the moon’s an arrant thief. 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun^: 

The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves * 

The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief : 

That feeds and breeds by a fomposture stolen® 

From general excrement : each thing's a thief; 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have unchecked theft. Love not yourseWses ; away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold : cut throats; 
All that yoTj meet are thieves : to Athens go. 

Break open shops : nothing can you steal 
But thieves do lose it. 


^For legal. 


Compost, manuxe. 
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f ■ On Hts Honest Stetvara r 

Forgive my general and exccptless rashness, 
Pwpetual sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — ^mistake me not, — one; 

No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. — 

How fain would I have hated all mankind. 

And thou redeem’st thyself : but all, save thee, 

I fell with curses. 

'Methinks thou are more honest now than wise; 

For, by oppressing and betraying me. 

Thou mightst have sooner got another service : 

For many so arrive at second masters 
Upon their first lord’s neck. 

Act V 

Promising and Performance 

Promising is fhe very air 0’ the time; it opens the 
eyes of expectation : performance is ever the duller 
for his act; and, but in the plainer and simpler kind 
of people the deed of saying^ is quite out of use. To 
promise is most courtly and fashionable; perform, 
ance is a kind of wil! or testament, which argues a 
great sickness in his judgment that makes it. 

t 

Wrong and Insolence 
Now breathless wrong 

Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease; 

And pursey insolence shall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 

‘'The doing of what we said we would do. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS.q • . , 

/' ; I, 

Act I 

* Mercy 

Wilt thon draw near the nature of the god&? 

Draw near them, then, in being merciful : 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge. 

Thanks , ^ 

Thanks, to men 

Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Act II 

Contrast between the Palace and the Foresi 

The emperor's court is like the house of fame. 

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears; 

The woods are ruthless, dreadhd, deaf, ant^ dull. 

Hunting 

The hunt is up, the monv is bright 'and gay. 

The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 

And wake the emperor, and his lovely bfide. 

And rouse the prince; and ring a hunter's peal, 

That all the court may echo with the noise. 

, , Invitation 

The birds chant melody on every bush; 

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun; . 
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The ^*een leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And itake a chequer'd shadow oi* the ground: 
Undernheir sweet shade, Aaion, let us sit, 

And, 'whilst the babbling -echo mocks the hounds, 
Repljdng shrilly to the well-tun'd horns. 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise. 

^ « Description of a Melancholy VaUey 

A barren, detested vale, you see, it is : 

The trees, though sununer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moss, and baleful mistletoe 
Here never shines the sun; here nothing breeds. 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal laven. 

And when tlu v show'd me this abhorred pit, 
Tliev told me, here, at dead time of the night, 

A thoii'-pnd fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 

Ten thousand swellmg toads, as many urchins,* 
Would make sum'll fearful and confused cues. 

As an\ mortal body, hearing it, 

should straight fall mad, oi else die suddenly. 

. Desvnpiton of a Ring 

Upon his bloody finger, he doth wear 
A pieciou^ ring, that lightens all the hole, 

Wliich, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shinr upon the dead man's earthy cheeks. 
And showb the ragged entrails of this pit. 

jjf Lavtma at her Lute 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mmd : 

^ Hedgehogs. 
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But, Jovely niece, that m&in is cut from thee^ 

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met, ^ • 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, , 

That could ha^^e better seW'd than Philomel. 

Oh, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute, 

And make the s^en strings delight to kiss them; 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life : 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, • 

Which that sweet tongue hath made, 

lie would have dropp’d his knife, and fell asleep. 

As Cerberus at the TTiracian poet's' feet. 

.\ci HI 

Lavinia’s Loss of her Tongue Described 
Oh, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 

That blabb’d them with such pleasing eloquence. 

Is tom from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird,* it sung 
''wcet varied notes, enchanting every earl 

Despair 

Por now I stand as one upon a rock. 

Environ'd with a wilderness of sea; ’ 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 

Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. *. 

■ 

, ^ Tears 

When I ^d name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather’d lily almost wither'd. 

* OrphenS. 




Maty Alas, my lord, I have but loll’d a fly. 

Tit: But how, if that fly had a Uthhr and mother ? 
How would he hang his lender gilded wings. 

And buzz lamenting doings in the air ? 

Poor harmless fly I 

That with his pretty buzzing melody. 

Came h^'re to make us merry; and thou hast kill’d 
‘ him. 

Act V 

Rerenge 

Lo, by thy side, where Rape and Murder stands ; 
Now give some ’surance that thou art Revenge, 

Stab them, or teai them on thy chariot wheels; 

And tjien I’ll come and be thy wagoner. 

And whirl along with thee about the globe. 

Provide thee proper palfiies, black as let. 

To hale thy vengeful wj^on swift away. 

And find^ out murderers in their guilty caves : 

And, whra thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will dismount, and by the wagon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long, 

Even ftom H3'perion’s rising in the east. 

Until his very downfall. in the sea. 



Iroilu^ and cressida 


405. 




TRDILUS AliD CRESSIDA 
Act I 

Love in a Brave Young Soldier 

Call here my varlet,' m unarm again : 

Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 

Tliat find such cruel battle here within ? 

Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field, Troilus, alas ! hath none. • 

The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their strength. 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 

Tamer than sleep, fonder* than ignorance; 

Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 

And skill-less as unpractised infancy. 

O Pandarus ! I*tell thee, Pandaius, — , 

When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drow^ft'd. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell^thee, I aiii mad 
In Cressid's love : thou answer'st, she is fair; 

Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice; 

Handiest in thy discourse, oh, that Ker hand. 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach; to whose soft seizure. 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughmen 1 This thou tell'st me, 

^ A servant to a knight. ^ Weaker. 
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As tniv' thou tell'st me, wben I say I love her} 

But, spying thus, instead of oil aiid balm. 

Thou luyest in every gash that love hath given me 
The Imife that made it. 


Success not Equal to our Hopes 

Tlie ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 

'Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd : 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect Ihe sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant^ from his course of growth. 


Adversity the Trial of Man 

Why, then, you princes. 

Do you with clvjeks abash'd behold oui works; 

And think them shames, which axe, indeed, naught 
else , 

But the protiactive trials of great Jove, 

To find peisistive constancy in men ? 

The fineness of which metad is not found 
In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward. 
The wise^and fool, the, artist and unread, 

The hard imd soft, seem all affin’d* and kin : 

Bnt, in the wiiid and tempest of her frown. 
Distinction with a broad and powerful fan, 

PufiEing at all, winnows the light away; 

And what hath mass, or matter, by itsell 
lies, rich in virtue, and unminf^. 

* Twisted and tambUng. > Joined by affinity. 
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On iSegree * 

Take but degree away, untune that string, 

And, hark, what discord fallows ! each thing Veeta 
In mere*^ oppugnancy : the bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoma higher than the shores. 

And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his father de^d ; 
Force should be right; or, rather, right and wrongs 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides) 

Should lose their names, and so shoiild justice too. 
Then everything includes itself in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite; 

And appetite, a universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power. 

Must make perforce a universal prey. 

And, last, eat up himself. 

AchtUes Described by Ulysses 

The great Achilles, — ^whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — • 

Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in hif tent 
Lies mocking our designs : with him, Patroclus, 

Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests; * 

And with ridiculous and awkward action ' 

(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls). 

He pageants* us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

Thy topless* deputation he puts on; 

And, like a strutting player,— whose conceit 

* Absolute. * In modern language, talM us off. 

* Supreme. 



4o8 •^THE beauties OF SHAKESPEARE 

lies ^ Jiis haEmstring, anB doth think it rich 
To help the wooden dialogue and sound ' 
'Twixt his stretch’d footing and the scaffoldage,^ 
Such' to-be-pitied and o'6r-wrested* Iteming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 

Tis like a chime a-mending; with terms unsguared,’ 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff. 

The laTi'ge Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling. 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause; 
Cries , — ‘ Excellent 1 ’tis Agamemnon just. — 

Now ^lay me Nestor; — ^hem, and stroke thy beard. 
As he, being drest to some oration.' 

That’s done; — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet good Achilles still cries, ‘Excellent ! 

'Tis .Nestor right ! Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm.’ 

And then forsooth the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth: to cough, and spit. 

And with a palsy fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivet : — and, at this sport. 

Sir Valour dies; cries, ‘Oh! enough, Patroclus, 

Or give me ribs of sted ! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my splera.’ And in this fashion. 

All our •abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Severals isad generals of grace exact. 

Achievements^ plots, orders, preventions. 
Excitements to thi field, or speech for truce. 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As sthfi these two to make paradoxes. 

galleries of the theatre. * Beyond the truth* 
■Unadapted. 
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Conduct in War Superior to Action- / 

The still and mental parts. — ^ 

That do contrive how many hands shall strike^ 
When fitness calls them on; and know, hy measure, 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight, — 

Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 

They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war ; 

So that the ram, that batters down the waU^ 

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise. 

They place before his hand that made the engine; 

Or those that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Respect 

I ask, that I might waken reverence. 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus. 


Act II 
Doubt 

The wound of peace is surety, 
surety secure; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. *, 

Cassandra Inciting the Trojans 

Cry, Trojans, cry I lend me ten thousand eyes, 
^nd I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

• • • • ■ 

Virgins and bo3rs, mid-age add wrinkled old, 
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I 

Soft itafancy, that nothing’ canst but cry. 

Add t^ my clamours ! let us pay«betimes ' 

A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry 1 practise your eyes with tears I 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand; 

Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us all. 

Cry, Trojans, cry I an Helen and a woe : 

Cry, cry 1 Troy bums, or else let Helen go. 

' Pleasure and Revenge 

For pleasure and revenge 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any tme decision. 

The Suhtilty of Ulysses, and Stupidity of Ajax. 

Ajax. I do hale a proud man, as I hate the en- 
gendering of toads. 

Nest. And yet he loves himself; is’t not strange ? 

. [A Side. 

Vlyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Agam. What’s his excuse? 

Vlyss. He doth rely on none: 

But carries on tht stream of his dispose. 

Without observance or respect of any. 

In will peculiar and m self-admission. 

Agam. r Why will he .not, upon our fair request. 
Untent his* person, and share the air with us ? 

Vlyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s sake 
only. 

He makes important : possess’d he is with greatness; 
And qieaks not to himsdf, but with a pride 
That quarrds at self-breath : imagined worth 

in his blood such swdn and hot d^onrse. 
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That, Hwixt his mental aifd his active part?, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, * 

And batters down himself : what should I ? 

He is so plagujp^ proud, that the death tokens^of it 
Cry — No recovery. 

Agam. I.et Ajax go to him. — 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent : 

Tis said, he holds you well; and will be led. 

At your request, a little from himself. • 

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 

\Ve*ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When the}' go from Achilles. Shall the proud lord, 
That bastes his arrogance with his own scamV 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such as do resolve 
And ruminate himself, — shall he be worshipped 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir'd; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit. 

As amply titled asr Achilles is, 

By going to Achilles : 

That were to enlard liis fat-already pride; 

And add more coals to Cancer,* when ‘he bums 
With entertaining great Hyiferion. 

This lord go to him I Jupiter Jorbid; 

And say, in thunder — Achilles, go to him.\ 

Nest. Oh, this is well; he rubs the “vein of him. 

[Aside. 

» Fat. 

*The sign in the Zodiac into which the snn enteri 
June 21 : 

And Cancer reddens ^vith the solar bla^e. — ^T roi^son. 
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ZTio.fAnd how his silence drinks up this applause I 

(Aside. 

Ajaei'. If I go to him, with my arm'd fist, I’ll pash* 
Over the face. 

Agam. Oh, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, rU pheeze* his pride. 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
. quarrel. 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow, — 

Nest. How he describes 

Himsel^ 1 [Aside. 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 

Ulyss. The raven 

Chides blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax. I will let his humours blood. 

A gum. He’ll be physician, that should be the 
patient. , [Aside. 

Ajax. An all ‘men 
Were o’ my mind, — 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. 

[Aside. 

Ajax. He should not bear it so. 

He should eat swords first : shall pride carry it ? 
Nest. An ’twould, you’d cany half. [Aside. 

Ulyss.' . "He’d have t«i shares. [Aside. 

Ajax. Til knead him, I will make him supple. 

Nest. He’s not yet thorough warm: force* him 
with praises . 

Pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. [Aside, 
Ulyss, My lord, you feed too much on this Aislilgu. 


''Comb or cmy. 


•Stuff. 


•Strike. 
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« , [ro AgUrternmn. 

Nest. O noble general, do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare, to fight without Ahiiilles. 
Ulyss. Why, ’tis this naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — ^but 'tis before his face; 

I M^ill be silent. 

Nest. Wherefore should you so ? 

He is not emulous,^ as Achilles is. , 

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. , . 
Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter* thus with 
us ! 

I would he were a Trojan ! 

Nest. What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now — 

Ulyss. If he were proud — 

Dio. Or covetous of praise — 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne — 

Dio. Or strange, or self-afiected ! 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure; , 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee ^suck : 
Fam’d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam’d, beyond all erudition : 

But he that disciphn'd thy.arms to fight. 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 

And give him half : and, fof thy vigourj 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition® yield , • 

To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 

Which, like, a bourn,® a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts. Here’s Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times : 

^ Envious. > * Trifle. 

* Titles. ® Stream, riviriet. 
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He mu!5t‘, he is, he cannot but wise : — » 

But p^don, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax', and your brain so- temper'd, 

You should not have the eminence of hiin. 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father? 

NesL Ay, my good son. 

Dio. , Be ruled by him. Lord Ajax. 

« Ulyss. There is no tanking here; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy. To-morrow 
We must with aU our main of power stand fast : 
And here’s a lord, — come knights from east to west. 
And gull their flower, Ajax, shall cope the best. 

Agam. Go we to coimcil. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light' boats sari swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 


Act III . 

« 

4« Expecting Lover 

No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door. 

Like a strange soul upo: the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. Oh, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Proposed for the deserver I O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings 

r d fly with me to Cressid ! 

' I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 
The im^finary relish is so sweet 
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That enchants my sense : what will it be,’ > 

When that the wat'ry palate tastes indeed 
^-ove’s thrice-Fepured nectar.? death, I fear mSt 
l^iwooning destruction; or some joy too fine. 

Too subtle-pot^t, tuned too sharp in sweetness. 

For the capacity of my ruder powers : 

I fear it much : and I do fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys; , 

^As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Even such a passion doth embrace m}' bosom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse' 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 

Like vassalage at imawares encount’ring 
The eye ol majesty. 

Constatwy in Love Protested 

Tro. True swains in love shall, in the ’world to come. 
Approve their trutlis by Troilus ; when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,^ • 

Want similes, truth tired with iteration, — 

As true as steel, as plantage to the mqon, 

■As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 

Yet, after all comparisons of tfuth. 

As truth's authentic author to be cited. * 

As true as Troilus shall crown up* the verse, 

■And sanctify ithe numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you be 1 

If I be false, -or swerve a hair from truth, 
j^Vhen time is old and hath foignt itself, 

^ Compansoa. * ConcUidei. ' 
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When, waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 

And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up, 

And ^nighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing; yet let memory. 

From faJse to false, among false maids in love. 
Upbraid my falsehood I when they have said--as| 
false 

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 

As fox, to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood. 

As false as Cressid. 

Pride Cures Pride 

Pride hath no other glass 
To show itself but pride : for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Greatness Contemptible when on the Decline, 

Tis fertain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, | 
Must fall out with men too : what the declined is. 

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others. 

And feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings but to the summer; 

And not a man, for being simply man. 

Hath any honour; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 

Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standers. 

The love that lean'd on them as slippery too. 

Do one pluck down another, and together 

Die in the tall. " ^ 
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Honour must be Active to Preserve its Lustre 

Time hath, my lord, a wallet at hi& back. 

Wherein he puts arms for oblivion, 

\ great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 

Those scraps are good deeds past : which are devour'd 
fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : perseverance, dear my lord, 

Keeps honour bright : to have done is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, as a rusty mail 
111 monumental mockery. Take the instant wav : 
For honour travels in a strait so nairow, 

W’^here one but goes abreast : keep tlxen the path: 
For emulation hath a thousand sons. 

That one by one pursue : if you giv’^e wav; 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthnglit. 

Like to an enter'd tide, they all tush by. 

And leave you hindmost; — 

()i, like a gallant horse fallen in tiist«iaiik. 

Lie there tor pavement to the abject rear, 

O'er-run and trampled on : then what they do in 
present. 

Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours; 
For time is like a fashionable host. 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand; 
And with his arms outstretch'd as he would 'fly, 
irrasps-in the comer ; welcome ever smiles^ . 

And farewell goes out sighing. Oh, let not virtue seek. 
Remuneration for the thing it was;. 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
7 o envious and calumniating time. 

s. • O 
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One touch of nature makes the whole world k^n. 
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds,' 
Though they are made and moulded, of things past; ’ 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt. 

More laud than gilt o'er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object. 

Love Shook Off by a Soldier 

Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak, wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 

And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane. 

Be shook to air. 

Thersiies Mimicking Ajax 

They, A wonder I 

AohiL What ? 

They, Ajax goes up and down the field asking for 
himself. 

AckiL How so ? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector; 
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, 
that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil, How can th'^t be ? 

They. Why he stalks up and down like a peacock, 
a stride and a stand : 'ruminates like an hostess, that 
hath no ‘Arithmetic but her brain to set down her 
reckoning: bites Ids lip with a politic regard as who 
should say, There were wit in his head, an 'twould 
out; and so there is; but it lies as coldly in him as 
fire in a flint, which will not show without knocking- 
'Hie man's undone for ever : for if Hector break not , 

' V ^ New-fashion’d toys 
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• . ^ 

his n<|ck i' the combat, he'll break it liimsclt in vain- 
glory. He knows not me : Good-morrow, A jax\ 

and he replies, Thanhs, Wha^^ think 

you of this man, that takes me for the gcnciaj ? He 
is grown a very land-fish, languageless, a monster, a 
plague of ojnnion ! a man may wear it on both sides, 
like a leather jerkin. 

AchiL Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. ^ 

Ther. Wlio, I ? Why, he'll answer nobody; he 
piofesses not answering; speaking is for beggars; 
he wears his tongue in his arms. I will put. on his 
presence; let Patroclus make demands to me, you 
shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

AchiL To him, Palroclus : tell him,— I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unai med to my tent; and to procure 
sate conduct for his j>erson of the magnanimous and 
most illustrious, six-()i-seven-timc*s-hbnoured captain 
general of the Grepiaii aimy, Agamemnon. Dt) Lius. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajaxl 

Ther. Hum ! 

Pair. 1 come Iroin the worthy Achilles, — 

Ther. Ha ! 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you to iiivnte 
Hector to his tent ! — * 

Ther. Hum ! 

Pair. And to piocure safe conduct trom Aga- 
memnon. . 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Pair. Ay,- my lord. 

Ther. Ha I 

Pair. What say you to't ? 



420 THE BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE 

Ther.^ God be m' you with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther,^ If to-morrow be a fair day. by eleven o'clock 
it will go one way or other; howsoev't^, he shall pay 
for me ere he has me. 

Pair. Your answei, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 

Tlier/'tio, but he's out o' tune thus. What music 
will be in liim when Hector has knock'd out liis biains, 
I know not : but, I am sure, none; unless the fiddlei 
Apollo get liis sinews to make catlings^ ot. 

AchiL Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for that's 
the more capable* creatuie. 

Achil. My mind is troubled like a foiintaih stin’d; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patrodus, 

Ther. Would the fountain ot your mind were cleai 
again, that I might water an ass at it ! I had rather 
be a tick in a sheep than such a valiant ignorance. 


Aci IV 

Lover s Parting in the Morning 

Tro. O f ressida ! but that the bus}" da}". 

Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald® crows. 
And dreaming nigh^ will hide our joys no longer, 

I would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

^ Lute-strings made of cat-gut. ■ Intelligent. 

• Lewd, noisy 
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Tro. Beshrew the witch 1 with vdhemous wighta 

she stays, • 

As tediously as hell; but flies tlie grasps of love. 
With wings more momentary swift than thought. 

A Lover's Fareu^ell 

Injurious time now, with a robber’s haste, 

Crams his rich thievery up he knows not how : 

As many farewells as be stars in heaven, 

With distinct breath and consign’d^ kisses to them, 
lie fumbles up into a loose adieu; 

And scants us with a single famish’d kiss. 

Distasted with the salt of broken^ tears. 

Troilius's Character of the Grecian Youths 

TJie Grecian youths are full of quality;® 

They’re loving, well composed, with gifts of nature 
flowing, 

And swelling o'er with arts and exercise : 

How novelty may move, and parts with person, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy * • 

(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin), 

Makes me afeard. 

• 

A Trum'^eter 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe : 
Blow; villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Out-sweU the colic of puff’d Aquilon : 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. 

* Sealed. ^ • Interrupted. 

•Highly accomplished. 
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Diomedes* Manner of Wdlktng 

Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 

He nsCs on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration hits him from the earth. 

Description of Cresstda 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
.Nay, her foot speaks: her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive^ of her body. 

Oh, these encounterers, so ghb of tongue. 

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 

And wide unclasp the tables of their tlioughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 

And daughters of the game. 

Character of I'roilus 

The youngest son of Priam, a true knight; 

Not yet mature, yet matchless, firm of word : 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless* in his tongue; 

Not soon provoked, nor being provoked, soon calm'd: 
Ills heart and Iiand both open and both free; 

For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows : 
\et gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 

Noi dignifies an impair® thought with breath : 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 

Foi Hector, in his ilaze of wrath, subscnbes* 

To tender objects; but he, in heat of action. 

Is more vindicative than jealous love 

^ Motion ■No boaster 

* bnsiulable ■ Yields, gives way 
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Hector in BaUle 

1 have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way, 

Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I hare seen 
thee, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 

Despising many forfeits and subduements. 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’^he ain 
Not letting it decline on the declined;' 

That I have said to some my standers by, 

Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life / 

And I have seen thee, pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hcmm'd thee in, 
Like an 0]3U7i])jan wrestling. 


Achilles Surveying II t dor 

Tell me, you heavens, in which j>art of his body 
Shall I destroy hiiji ? Whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name; , 

And make distinct the very breach when^out' 
Hector's great spiiit flew : answer me heavens 1 


Act V 
I^ash Vows 

The god^ are deaf to hot and ix'evish* vows ; 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 


1 Fallen. 


• Fooli**!!. 
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tionour more Dear than Life t 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds dear; but the Hear man 
Holds honour far more precious dear^ than life. 

Pity to be Discarded in War 

For the love of all the gods. 

Let's Mave the hermit pity with our mothers; 
And when we have our armours buckled on. 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords. 

" * Valuable. 
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185, the stinggle^ »l ib , a nnuden r’ muimt ot 20I 
(. oiisuleratiuii . . 170 

1 onsolation under bauishr eiit . . . . .138 

Conspiracy, huirors of, 128, llreadlul till »\fintt I 2<)7, 

Biutii-.'s aposliophc* to . 297 

C oiiteniplatioii, zealous, deVriboil . . , 20^ 

Content, pei^lect . . • . 351 

Contention . . >•..159 

Continence be foie mariia^e ..... 91 


Contrast, Palace and loicst between . . .401 

Coideha, her speech on the ingiatitude of hek sisters 

326: Conduct, her admiiation of King ol France , 314 

Coriolanus, an imaginary desciiption of Ins warnng, 

2^4; character of, 237; his abhoncMite of flattery, 

238; his detestation cf the vnlgai, 239; his prayer 
for h» son 

Cnmsel of no wripht in misery 
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roun^natic^, a quiltv one described . ! 

Country, an oppressM one 
. Courage, 124; in youth ..... 
Courtier, noble, •character ot a, 12, a conceited c#nc, 
33; finiral, description 01 one by Hotspur . • 

Cowfirdice, 12, 138; and perjury . . # . 

Cramner, archbishop, his prophecy respecting f,)ueeu 
Elizabeth . . . . . . . ' . 

(‘irssida, description of her 

CH)wn, reflections on a, 163; the lidii.puiU ot a 
Cruelty, dissuasions from exercising .... 

Ciipi<rs parentage . . . . ^ . 

Customs, new ones followed ..... 

Danger, 140, 300; escape from, i»»c>, lioM o( any 

suppeirt ........ 

Daybreak ...... 72 

Death, 230, 262, appioac biii^, Uinporal far bedter, 
than eternal, 46; terrors of, 48; nio.-»t in apprenen- 
Mon, 47; apostrophe to, r2<»; approach of, 215; argu- 
ments against the feai of . 

Deceit m a tine woman . . • . 

Deed, a good one compared to a tiindlc . . 

Defamation ^ 

Degree, reflections on . . . . * . . 

Delay, against , . .... 

Delights, violeiit ones nut laoting .... 

Departing diseases, strength of . . • 

Dependants not to be too inueh tru,>Ud l>v great nien . 
Desdemona, her fidelity ...... 

Desire of beloved objects heightened by their lfv>.s 
Despair, »lcsciiption ot . . • . . * , 

Despondency , . . . ^ . . , 

Determined love . . . . ^ , 

Dew in floweis • • • 

Diomedes, lus nhinner (»f walking .... 

Dirge, a funeral one ...... 

Disease, strength of departing 

Dpguise . . . , , . 

Disfil^e, excuse for unreasonable . • . 

Dissimulation ........ 

Doubt, description of ...... - 

Dover cliff, description of 

Dreams, reflections on . • • * . . : 

Drums . • . . . . . . i 

Drunkards enchanted by Ariel 

Duelling, arguments against . « . 

Duty modest, always acceptable, 73; doing of it mciils 
no praise 


d l>v great men 
by their lfv>.s 


*34 
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Dying with the ptryin beloved prefc table to parting 187 
Edgar, his account of discovering himsey to his father ^ 329 
Eloquence and beauty . 39 

England, « dciicription of, 123; invincible if piiammous, 

*371 pathetically described, I }9, apostrsnhe to 141 
English qunosity, satire on, 90; army described, 123, 

miserable state of . . . . . 180 

Eiuy . . 300 

Evening, a fine one . 206 

Evils, the remedy of them gcueially 111 ourselves . 12 

Expedition, wh<it . . . 204 

Eyes, women's ^0 

JF«airy jealousy, and its clfccts, 08, bank dcocribcil, /u, 

courtesies . . . • /o 

Fairies and mjigic 78 

1 alstati s catechism 15b 

Father, authoiity of oir, 05, laiiifnliiig liis daughtei s 
infatiiy, 78, fondness of one lor his child, 112, tlic 
best guest at his son's nuptials, 119, passion of one 
on the murilcr of a favourite chib I , , . 190 

laults of othprs no jusiiiu ition of our own <4* 

Favourites complied to honcvsucklcs . 7/ 

icmarlo Incndship . 71 

I cmalc’i, cautions to voun^ ones 206 

Ferdinand, his swiiiiiuing aslioic dcscnbctl, 89, ami 

Miranda, interesting scene between . t|o 

I dial ingratitude « 315 

llattcry, and an evil inindeil man 139 

Fleet, setting sail, dcsciiption of « 173 

Fool, dcscri,ntion of one, and his iiioialising 011 timt, 

21, «is liberty of speech .... 22 

F'ool-hardmcss . 257 

Forgiveness, mutual, the duty of . .42 

Fornication, equal to mur<kr . 45 

F'ortitudc, true . 333 

Fortune, 63, dcsciibcd, lOj. fnm nii pi l^jiiRiits . 226 

Fortune tellw, description cK a bcg^^arly one . . ji 

Iriend, a forsaken one . . . • • 54 

Friends, partftig of • • • 56 

Friendship in love, 76, martial « . , • * 241 

Friendships, common . . • • , .240 

Frost ... 32 

Fury expels fear , , . 227 

Garden scene in Romeo and juhe* 371 

Garland for old men, 1x6, for middle-aged men, 117, for 

young men . . .117 

Gentleman, an accomplished young one . 105 

Ghost, descnption of one appearing m a dream • 114 
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(vhosU vanish at the crowing of a cock * , • . 263 

Glorjr dcscribcfl ...... 183 

Glostcr, Duke of, his dcfurniitv. his flisbiiiuiiatioii, 
i<i3; Duchess of, her rem^strance to her husbimd 
when doing penance, 184; Earl of, his farewell to nie 
world . . . . . . . • , 323 

God, goodness of, ever to be remembered . . .184 

Gods, justice of the 327 

Gohl, redcctions on, 164; clfccts of . . . . 241 ) 

Goneril orders about her father . . « 315 

Governor, a severe one ...... 40 

Gratitude in an old servant . ^ . 20 

Gravity, affected, 52; assumed 5^^ 

Greatness subject to censure, 50; the caics id, 201 when 
falling described, 213; departing, 228; contemp- 
tible when on the decline . . . .416 

Grief, 127, 140; tokens of, 126; real, 263; imiiKirlc- 

rate, discommended ...... 264 

Griefs, the greater ones dc'itroy the Ic^s .100 

Hamlet, his soliloquy on his mother's maiii.ige, 213; 
his speech on the appearance of his lathcr’& ghost, 
and the mischiefs it might tempt liim to, 268* 
an<l the ghost scene between, 2O8; his marr 
address described by Ophelia, 273; his rcHcctions 
oni the player and himself, 274; his soliloquy on 
life and death, 277; his instructions to the players, 

270; his reflections on the king, 28I; conference 
between him and his mother, 283; his irresolu- 
tion, 280; his fcflcctions on Yonck's skull . . 2(ji 

Happiness consists in opinion . . . ^ . 274 

Hatred, remorseless ...... 186 

Health, a . . . . ^ . 293 

Hector, description of him in battle . , . 423 

Henry IV., his character of Pe^jcy and rnnee Henry. 

147; his pathetic address to his son . . . 152 

Henry, Prince, soliloquy of, 147; modest ch.dlcngc 
of, 156; modest defence of himself, 154; his palhctic 
speech on the death of Hotspur, 157; a/id his 
father, scene between 164 

V., character of, by his father, 163; by the 

constable of France, 173; perfections of, 170; his 
speech before the battle of Agiocourt. . .181 

— ■ VI., on his own lenity 194 

VIII.,. his character of Queen Katharine. 21 1 

Honour, 149; due to personal virtue only, and not to 
birth, 13; a maid’s, 15; to be conferred on merit 
only, 57; and policy, 238; must be active to* pre- 
serve its lustre, 417; more dear than life •* • 424 
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Hopp, 46, 108, 2o«i* nrccifful . . # i . 140 

Horror, its outwani eftects dcouibed ' . .212 

Hotspur^ finical Fop, description of , , .148 

- - -A- impatience for battle 

Hounds ..... ... 72 

Hunting^ .... ... 72 

Hypocrisy, 5j, 15^, 2/0; in a guveinor ... 48 

Hypocrite, the chaiacter of an aich one . . . 50 

lago, his dispraise of honesty . . • 

Imagination, the jjovvei of . - 7.1 

Imogen, ^cr bc<lchainber, occuc of, z\;\ Suit- 
rejection of a troublesome one, 249; in boy's 

clrilhcs, 256; awaking . . . . .261 

Infant, cxp<jsing of one, 11 c.xposcl . . . 115 

Infidelity in a friend ... no 

Infirmity, the faults of, p.irdonabh' . ji/ 

IngratiliiVle, a song, 24; of false fruiuls, J89; 

able bhittb of ..... . Vjo 

fnhumanity described . . . 217 

Inconstancy jn man . . . . .111 

Innocence, 113; di.scovciod by llic Louutciiaucc, /y; 

‘jouthful, in; silent, its eloquent e, 113; harmless . 257 

Insects, eru<‘lty to ..... . S4 

Invitation . . . . 

Ivy, an usiiiping subAitult compaied iu it 
lealoiisy, 30, 112;*^ woman's moio deadly than poi:,on, 

V>; detinition of, 357; the torture of . . • 

Jest, and Jester, 37; Je.ster . . . 103 

Jew, inaliqc of the, 53; expostulation of tin hi. 

commands to his daughter, 55; his revenge . *>8 

Joy changed to sorrow ...... 384 

Juliet, resolution of, 382; her soliloquy on drinking 

the opiate *....... 382 

Justue 42 

Jnstne, lord chief, ins spncli to King llcniy V. whom 

he had imprisoned « . . . .169 

Katharine, Queen, her opcceli b) Iici husband, 2oy; 
her speech to Cardinal Wolsey, 210; on her own 
merit, 21 1 ; compared to a hly . . . .212 

Kent, county of, described . . . *.188 

King, m Hamlet, his despainng soliloquy . ^ . .281 

Kings, evil purposes of, too servilely executed, 134; 

misery of, 142; divinity of • • • . 291 

Knowledge sometimes hurtful • . . . . 113 I 

Labour . . ^ 257 

Lady, a .complete one ' . . . . 125 /» 

Lavinia at < her lute, 402; the loss of her tongue des- 

cnbed . 405 



INDFX 


4U 


Iear» on the mgratituJe oi hi6 tiaughteu, 318, hL 
distress in the 319, his cxclaiuatiuii'* in 

the tempebt^ 319, his distraction (lescnbed, 324; 
his description of his flatterers, and Cordelia, 
scene betwein, 326; his speech to Coi delta, w^n 
taken pnsoner 320, on th< death of ( ordclia 330, 
dying * 

Liberty indulged, the consequence of it 39, spirit of it 
Life chequered, 16, reflections on the vanity of, 46, 
ucluse described, 66, demands action, 157, the 
vicissitudes of it, 213, loithed, 228 and death, 
soliloquy on, 277, n< ctssaius of it l» ^18 li^ 
tions on 

I ightiics of foot 
1 lou a hungiy 0111 dcsiiibed 
t oqiiai ity 

I ove 28, 07, 366, 308, humorous description of it, 34, the 
p >.ei of 36, 111 a giave severe goveiiioi, *43, 

1 •>scuger compared to an April day S7 liue, 
V /er iiossed, 60, m idleness, Oo, true oo loi, < on 
tealed, 103, unsought, 103, commended and censuied, 
lb , frowaid and dissembling, 104, toinpaied to an 
April day, 105, a waxen im it e, loo, con U nipt i 
punished, io(), iiureased by attempts to siii) 
pKss it, loO, compaied to a liguic on ict, 108, 
unreturntd, in itmtnUtl by prospeiit>, but 
loostned by a*! isity, 120, tin iiobhnes ol hh 
218, sole mol ot Othello niaiiying, 352, 
hcialdt of, 27/, , nvitation to, 401 , in a brave young 
soldier, 405, ujstaiuy in, piottsUd, 313, shook 
b> a soldier * * . 

lovti, a dtsciiption of one, 21, 26^ a succesoiiiJ one, 
compared to a conquerui 60, his thoughts compaied 
to the inarticulate joys of a crowd* ib , spitch 
of one, 89, protestation of one, 93, his banish- 
ment, 107, a faithful and ronslant om 107, dtsciip- 
tion of one in solitude, 1 10, 2i.ommcndalion lyf one, 
118, exclamation of one, 555, his compujfcation of 
time, 360, an expecting out described, 414, the 
faicwcll of one 

Lovers parting, 186 , 245 , unsettled humours of, 224, 
light of# foot, 378; then reliit t met lu p«tit, 381, 
parting in the moining 
Loyalty 

Macbeth, hiS temper, 331, his irresolution, 332; his 
guilty conscience and fears of Banquo, 338, I ady, 
her soliluqu> on the news of Duncan's appiuich, 
332; murdering scene in 


3^1 

290 



421 

420 

220 

334 
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Macdu?^, his behaviour on the murder of his wife and 
children .... « ^ 

Madness occasioned by poison . 

Maidens^ their prayers effectual . . 

Malcolm, his character of hihiself .... 

Maliciou^ men described ...... 

Man, description of a merry one, 33; in love, humorous 
description of, 105; three things in them disliked 
-by females, 109; in tears, 135: reflections on . 
Man's pre-eminence 

Maigaret, Queen, her speech before the battle of Tewks- 
biirj^ 195, her execrations on Rnhard III, igS, 
t h< 1 expiobration ni a soliloc]nv 
Mariiage described .... 

Marriage alteis the temper of both sexes 

Master taking leave of his seivants 

Medioc nty ...... 

Mclancluily, 292, the varieties of, 27; the parent of 
error 

Men all frail, 40, wilful, 319, plain blunt ones 
Mere), 03, 401, ficquently mistaken, 41, comineinled 
in governors 
MerA always modest 

Mtssenger, post, described, 159, with ill news 
Midnigiit 

Mind, lowliness of the, 45,, the, alone valuable, S|, 
a disordeied oir^, 278, its <li t isi in< lu ible 
Muth and inelanchoh 
Mob no stability in one 
Modesty iij youth . 

Moon ...... 

Moonlight, 63; night ...... 

Morning, description of, 191; 263; <lawn of 
Mothei, fondness of one ^^r a beautiful child, 127, 
ravings of one, I2<>, grief of one for the loss of her 
son . ...... 

Murder of the two young p.inces in the Tower descrip- 
tion of » . . . 

Murderer, countenance of one . 

Muse, invocation to . 

Music ... . . 

Nature, the force of, 254, and art 
Newsbearers ... ... 

Night, description of, 74, 18S; in a camp described 
Obedunce to piinces ..... 

Octavia'b entrance, what *t should have been . 

Offences mistaken 

Oliver, his desciiption of his danger when sleeping 


346 

136 

40 

344 

217 


274 

29 


20 f 

183 

27 

227 

S2 

313 

3IO 

42 

7b 

159 

281 

350 

51 

192 

17 

b? 

b 5 

X9I 


130 

203 

. 133 

.* 169 

58, 64, 88 
116 

133 

I7t 
212 
225 

ns 
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Ophelia, description of her death, 291; hei* intcrnient na 
Opportunity to be sdizod on all occasions of life . 312 

Ornament, or appearance, the deceit of . . . 


Othello, his description to the senate, oi his winning 
the affections of Desdemona, 352; his first suspicic^, 

S55; his jealousy gaining ground, 356; his stor}^of 
the handkerchief, 359; his fondness, 360; his con- 
firmed jealousy, 361; his pathetic upbraidings of 
Uesdcniona, 362; his irresolution to murdci Desde- 
inona, 3O5; his confusion after the murder, 366; 
his love, lb.; his remorse, 366; his speech before 
his death . . . . . . , ^ . ^<>7 

Painting, 82; to what compared .... 38^-^ 

Pardon, the sanction of wickedness, 40; despair of . ii.j 
Passion, real, tiissemblcd, 26; too strong for vows, 96 ; 

a rising one described . . . . .318 

Pastors, ungracious, satire on . . . . , . 

Patience easier taught than practised, 29; and sorrow 323 
Patriotism ........ 293 

Peace inspires love, 75; after a civil war, 146; after a 

. 244 

People, liiutus's speech to the . . . . .301 

Percy, Lady, her pathetic speech to her husband .**150 
Perfection admits of no addition, 1 52; human, the * • 

extent of , 2ho 

Person, description of a iminicred one . . .185 

Petition, a tendir one . . . , • *-23 

Philosophv, a .shejiheni’s 25 

Pity to be discarded in war . . , . -4-^4 

Play-fellows . . . . .#.17 

Pleasure, the vanity of, 32; and n-\(n!!;<*, |[o; ni dci*!)” 

good . ^ ^ H'S'S 

Poetry, the power ol, w'ith female'. . ^ , , i(><> 

Popular favour, method to gain . . . .2^8 

Popularity desciibcd . *. . . . . M9 

Portia, her suitors, 56; her picture, Oo; her spei*cli to • 

Jh'utus . . . . • . .• . 2<*8 

Possession more languid than expectation , • • . =^5 

Power, vanity of, 142; abuse of . \ , 325 

Prcccp 1 :s against ill iortune . . . . .ip) 

Preferment . . . . . . • . • ^51 

Presents prevail with women, 107; lightly ivgaidcd 

by real lovers . . . . . .119 

Pride cures pride . . . . . . 41O 

Prodigies, 262; ridiculed, 151; Calphurnia's address on 299 
Promise and performance, differenoe betw'cen . . 40O 

Prospero’s reproof of Ariel . . . ... 87 

Providence directs our actions, 293; the justice* of , 323 
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Puck, or Kobin Goodfellow * . ^ , 

Quickly, Dame, hei account of Falstaf[*s death • 4 

Hegicides detestable 

Relenting tenderness 

I<epenta,nce . . , • 

Reputation 

Resentm/^nt, silent, the deepest 

Resolution, 40, 79; from a sense of honour, 48, Turn, 
'231; obstinate . . . . . 

Respect described . ... 

Revenge, 301, 40^1, the Jew's implacable, 61; the Jew's 
reaspn foi ...... 

^Rhymers, miserable ones ndiculed 
Richard III., resigning the crown to Bolmgbrokc, 143; 
omens on the birth of, 195, his soliloquy 
on his own deformity, 196; his lo\e for Lady Anne, 
lb ; hib praise of his own person, 198, his hypocrisy, 
199,' character of, by his mother, 205; starting in his 
dicam, 206, address before battle, 207, h.s 
behaviour after an alarm . 

Riclimond, Duke of, his piayer .... 

Ring, desciiption of one .... 

IwSffc^V c.uly the way to eminence 
Roineq, on his banishment, 378; his description of, 
and discourse with, the Apothecary, 38 j, his con- 
test with Pans, 386; his last speech over juliet in 
the tomb t . . . . 

Rosalind proposing to wear men's clothes . • 

Royalty, miseries of, 179; inborn . . • • 

Rumour described ....••. 

Satire, . polog^ for ...... . 

Say, E,otd, his apology for himself .... 

Scene, the banquet . . .... 

Scene, of I ady Macbeth m her sleep 

Stason, nothing good out of .... . 

Seducers, custom of . ‘ . 

belf accusation of too gre^t lose , , 

Self-denial a conq lest . . • . • 

Sclf-mteresl» effects of .... 

Senses rctiiinmg 

Shepherd, character of an honest and smipfc one 
Shenherd's life, the blessings of one . 

Simplicity and duty, 73, rural . . • 

Slander ' ..... 30 

Sleep, 89, 298 ; sound, 50; apostrophe to . • 

Solicitation, the ison of ..... 
Soliloqus in piis^n . * . . • • • 

solitude plcferreJ to a couit hte .... 
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^ong, 37; a beautiful one> 49; character of *an old.oiic 
onnet • . . • . 

sorrow, effects of it ...... 

['borrows rarely smcjle . , . . . • . 

speculation more easy than practice . . . 

bpirit, a warlike vine described . . • 

Spring, a <^ong . . .... 

Stag, reflections on the wounded • • • • 

Station, a low one, the bles&mgs of • 

Statue described . ..... 

Steward, a faillifiil one ..... 

Stoic philosophers, satiie on . . . . 

Stones, melancholy oiks desenbed 

Storm, Anel*s desciiption and management or one 

Study 

Submission to Heaven our duty .... 

Success not equal to our hopes . * • • • 

buti*naiiJ2^ after a dark night • • . • . 

Sycophants, flattering ones ..... 

fears, to what compared ...... 

Thanks . ...... 

Ihersites mimicking Ajax . . . , 

• thoughts, a lovei's, compared to the inaiticulate ]ovs*" 
of a crowd ... • 

houghts, ineflectual to modeiate afllulion,’ 

ambitious, a simile on . . 1 

Time .... • ♦ 

Timon, his execration of the Athenians, 391; his spcctli 
to Alcibiades, 3^4, mankind, hatred of, 594, hi% 
reflections on the earth, 395, his disi ouise .with 
Apeinantus, 3QO, Ins speech to the lhiL\ cs, 398, Ji , 
character of an honest steward •.* . . ^ / 

1 le new ones ....... ^ 

L ding, advantage of . | • . , , i 

Irotlus chaiactci of . . . . . | 

Irust 111 man, \ mity of 2 

Irimpetcr, description 1 

> sses, the subtdty c A)otx < 

nkmdncss desenbed . *. ^ ■ 3 


alley,* dcscnption of a me^n^oly one 
^amty of human human 

icious persoits mfa^oitcxl by 4fl4ayeu 
ictory by the trench, ^s.tiiption of 1^4, English 
Ham to be uoted, 8 i7^t<H|[gggd ready^eal . 
lolets . . * I . . 

irtue, given to be exerted 39; ana goodnes** 
olumnia s resolution on the pride of Conolanps. 239; 
pathetic speech to hei son, Coriolanus • 


m human Wishes 
4 fl4iayeu 

ption of ig4, English 


Ham to be uoted, 8 ready^eal . 
lolets . . * • 

irtue, given to be exerted 39; ana goodnes** 
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Vows, rash ones condemned • 

Vulgar, fickleness 6f the . ^ J » • 161 

War, prognostics of, 140; miseries of . • • 182^ 

Warri^, a gallant one • • • '• • 

WarwiK, Earl of, his dying speech • . . 104, 

Wedding,, a mad one described .... 83 

Widow compared to a turtle . . . . 12 1 

Wjfe, duty of one to her husband, 84; song of one to her 
husband, 152; description of a good one, 209; im- 
patience of one to meet her husband, 250; inno- 
cency of one ....... 255* 

Winter,' a song 38 

•Wisdom, superior to fortune . . . • . ’26 

Witches described, 331; power of ... . 344! 

Wolsey, Cardinal, his speech to Cromwell, 214; an 
account of his death, 215; his vices and virtues 
described ........ 216 

Woman, her tongue, 83; should be youngest in 

102 ; her fears, 126; resolved and ambitious, 183, 
in man’s apparel ...... 255 

AVomen, fraUty of, 46; want greatly prevails on them, 

satire on 250 

Wonder proceeding from sudden joy •. » . 120 ’ 

World, its true value 51 

Wc^’dliness • . 5i/| 

Wy ^ck, a clown’s , description of one . • . • 

Wrong and insolence described ..... 400 

York, Duke of, his death described, 187; his character 
of his sons, 189; in battle, description of him, 191;' 
Dii9hbss of, her lamentations on the misfortunes of 

heJ^ family . ^ 202 

Voun^ Vomen, advice to them . -15 

Youth, courage and modesty in them, ii; the boast- 
ing of 61 ■* 

Youths, Grecian, deccrlbed by Troilus • • • 421 . 
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